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To which are added, 
VE R 8 E 8 
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MAJOR MORDAUNT,. 
| DURING THE LATE GERMAN WAR. 
« Lolly, Eliza, let meſayy- 
© That wives fbould rather yield than ſway. 
* To thwart a huſband's f d opinion, © 
* 1s not the way to gain dominion ; 
For kiſſes order, tears reprove, 
Aud teach us rev rence, fear and love. 
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Courtſhip's a different thing from marriage; 


AN ADVICE 

FROM AN 
OLD LOVER TO A YOUNG WIFE 
| © Wh. | 


HER MARRIAGE.. 


Yovu'sr now, Eliza, fix d for life, 

In other words, you're now a wife, 

And let me whiſper in your ear, 

A wife, tho? fix d, has cauſe to fear; 

For much ſhe riſks, and much ſhe loſes, 

If an improper road ſhe chuſes. 

| Yet think not that I mean to fright you; 
My plan, au contratre, s to delight you, 
Jo draw the lines where comfort reaches, 
Where folly flies, and: prudence teaches; 

In ſhort, Eliza, to prevent you 

From nameleſs ills that may torment you ; 
And ere bright Hymen's torch burns faintly, 
From-nuptial glare conduct you gently, 
Where (cur'd of wounds from Cupid's quiver), 
A milder luſtre beams FOR EVER. 


Firft then, Eliza, change your carriage, 


And much I fear (by paſſion blinded), 
This change at firſt is ſeldom minded. 


( 3 } 


Maids prais'd and flatter d all their lives, 
Expect as much when they are wives, 
And think, when huſbands ceaſe palay'ring, 
That love (fweet foul !) is ſurely wav ring. 
Then hey for pets, and cold diſtruſt, 
Doubt's ſulten brow, and dreams accurft: 
The game goes on, Ma'am's in the dump 
And JEALOUSY at laft is trumps. __, 
For thee, ſweet flower ! of ſofteſt dye, 
That caught fo late each vagrant-.eye !# - 
Still opening charms, ſtill blooming gay! 
Beauteous in Winter as in May, Fa 
For thee, this truth the muſe has penn d, 
(The Muſe, but more thy anxious friend ;} 
Woman's bright charms were given to ture ut; 
They catch *tis traey but can't teure u. 


Sage Solomon, who paints with beauty 
A virtuous woman's worth and duty, 
Compares her to à ſhip of trade, 
Who brings from far his daily bread *. 
This ay be true, but as for me, 
I' draw a clofer ſimile, 
And call a virtugus wife a gem, | 
N Which for ita worth we ne er contemn, 
Tho ſoon its water ſize and hue, = 
Grow quite familiar to the view. 
What then enſues Why faith Pl tell 1 
We think of nothing but the aur. * 
Yet take this gem and lay it by 
From the poſſeffors carclefs eye; 


* The is lite the merchant faiþs, fhe bringeth ter * from 2 
far, Prov. 127 Zi. * | 
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64 
Prevent its luſtre dazzling bright 
From beaming daily on his fight, 
I'll take you any bet at pleaſure . 
Whene'er he views this tempting treaſure, 
With eager bliſs and ſparkling eyes, 
He'll mark each new-born charm ariſe, 
And with the joys of firſt poſſeſſion 
Admire and rave ſan; intermiſſion. 
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If women, therefore, would be wiſe 
Inſtead of murmurs, tears and ſighs, 
And ſullen moods, and ſcolding frays, 
When levi“, abſent for ſome days, 
Let ev'ry female art conſpire | 
To drive him from the parlour fire, 
Of all the plagues in married life, 

'To teaze or to torment a wife, 
There's none more likely to increaſe 
The bane of matrimonial peace, 

'Than the tame huſband always by 
With prying and ſuſpicious eye. 
Mark then when **** poes to town 
Smile thou when other wives would frown. 
He only goes (nay, don't be angry) 

To take a walk to make him hungry ; 
To taſte, a while unknown to care, 

And change of object and of air; 
Obſerve the pert, the Lold, the witty, 

How different from his own ſweet Betty 


Return impatient to his home, 
No huſband, but a fond bridegr.om. 


Laſtly, Eliza, let me ſay, | 
That wives ſhould rather yield than ſway. 


459 


To wt 4 buſband* s fix'd opinion, 
Is not the wxy to gain dominion ; 
Fo. kiſſes order, tears reprove®, - 
And teach us rev'rence, fear and love. 
O! born to ſoothe and guide the heart, 
With native ſoftneſs void of art! 
Thou, whom no pride nor faſhion ſways, - 
Unchang'd by flatt'ry's giddy praiſe : 
And thou to whom a trem*lous youth 
Firſt ſpoke the tale of love and truth; 
Blinding with paſſion's fond alarms 
The brightꝰ ning beam of Virtue's charms. 
Ah! lend not v a careleſs ear, 
Vet, yet, attend to truth ſincere 
Theſe lines at leaſt with ſmiles receive, 
The laſt, perhaps, thy bard ſhall give. 


While PLEASURE ſpreads her gaudy train, 

To lure the trifling and the vain; 
While $LOTH prolongs the lingering day, 
And fizhs for concert, cards or play; 
Be thine, Eliza, more refin'd, 

The pleaſure of the virtuous mind, 

Be thine the tranfports of the heart, 
Which love and goodneſs ſtill impart, 

The tender glance, the tranquil ſmile, 
A hiiſband's ſorrows to beguile; 

The bluſh of joy divinely meek, 

That paints a mother's glowing cheek ; 
The balm that friendſhip ſtill beſtows, 
The tear that drops for human woes. 


® Leurs ordres ſont des careſſes, leurs menazes ſant der fplenrr. 
Rouſſe au. a 


(6 1} 
Theſe, theſe, Eliza ! light the way, 
And cheer when other charms decay; 
Conduct thro” care and worldly gloom, 
1775. 
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VERSES 
WRITTEN BY 
MAJOR MORDAUNT, 


DURING THE LAST GERMAN WAR. 
| Wh 


b Prom 


| I. 

Go, lovely boy ©! to yonder tows, 
The fane of Janus, ruthleſs King ! 
And here the keys in triumph bring. 


Full many a tender heart hath bled, 
Its joys in Belgia's ſoil entomb*d: 
Which thou to Hymen's fmiling bed, 
And length of fweeteſt hours had doom'd. 


III. 

Oh glory ! you to ruin owe 
The faireft plume the hero wears: 
Raiſe the bright helmet from his brow ; 

You'll mock beneath the manly tears. 
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IV. 
Who does not burn to place the crown” 
Of conqueſt on his Albion's head ? | 5 
Who weeps not at her plaintive moan, 
To give her hapleſs orphans bread ! 


V. 
Forgive, ye brave, the generons fault, 
If thus my virtue fails ; alone 
My Delia ſtole my earlicft-thought, 
And fram'd its feelings by her own. 


VI. 
Her mind {6 pure, her face fo fair 
Her breaſt the ſeat of ſofteſt love; . 
It ſeem'd her words an angel's were, 
Her gentle precepts from above. 
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VII. 
My mind thus form' d, to miſery gave 
The tender tribute of a tear: | 
O! Belgia, open thy vaſt grave, 
For I could pour an ocean there. 


VIII. 

When firſt you ſhow'd me at your feet 

Pale Liberty, Religion tied, p 
I flew to ſhut the glorious gate 

Of freedom on a tyrant's pride. 
Tho” great the cauſe, ſo wore with woes, 

I cannot but lament the deed : 
My youth to melancholy bows, 

And Clotho trifies with my thread. 


OG TIO ——ꝛ——— ————éͤ—ä ſ ³t˙n.i re err to 
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Indulge not this unmanly ſtrain : 
Beat, beat the drums, my ardour rouſe, 
And call the ſoldier back again. 


I. 
Sound, ſound the clarion, fill the fiſe, 
Throughout the ſenſual world . 
One crouded hour of glorious life 
Is worth an age without a name. 


XII. 

Go then, thou little lovely boy, 

I cannot, muſt not, hear thee now; 
And all thy ſoothing arts employ 

To cheat my Delia of her wo. . 

| XIII. 

If the gay flow'r, in all its youth, 

The ſcythe of glory here muſt meet; 


Go, bear my lautel, pledge of truth, 
And lay it at my Delia's feet. 


Her tears ſhall keep it ever green, 

To crown the image in her breaſt; 
Till death doth cloſe the hapleſs ſcene, . 
And calls its angel home to reſt. 


THE LAMMY. 
—_ 


O TELL ME HOW. FOR TO WOO. 


Sg — - 


ann 
TAK TENT AND BE WARY. 


THREE FAFYOURITE SCOTS SONGS. 


| BY THE 
AUTHOR OF WILL AND JEAN.. 


- 
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What ſaid ye to the bonny 2 

My bey Tammy? 

I prais'd ber cen, ſo lovely Hue, 

Her dimpled cheek, and cherry mou 
Ięree d it aft as ye may true; 

i Sbe ſaid ſbe d tell ber mammy. 
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4 FAFOURITE SCOTS s 


BY THE AUTHOR OF WILL AND JEAN... 


S 
OSS Sw 


A. 

Wuaxx hae ye been a“ day, 

My boy Tammy? 

Whare hae ye. been a? day, 

My boy Tammy ? 

Pve been by burn and flowery brae, . 
Meadow green, and mountain grey, 
Courting o' this young thing, 

Juſt come frae her mammy. 


* H. 
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And whar gat ye that young thing, 
My boy Tammy ? 

1 gat her down in yonder how, 
Smiling on a broomy know., 
Herding ae wee lamb and ewe, . 


For her poor mammy.. 
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What faid ye to the bonny ba. 

My boy Tammy? 

I prais'd her een, ſo lovely blue, 
Her dimpled cheeks and cherry mou, 
I pree'd it aft as ye may true: 

6 She ſaid ſhe'd tell her mammy. 


IV. 


T held her to my beating heart, 
My young my ſmiling lammy ! 
Ihae a houſe,—it coſt me dear, 

I've walth o' pleniſhin” and geer, 
« Ye'ſe get it a', war't ten times mair, 
Gin ye will leave your mammy.“ 


V. 


The ſmile gaed aff her bonny face, 

I maun na leave my mammy; 

She's gi'en me meat, ſhe's gen me claiſe; 
She's been my comfort a' my days; 
My father's death brought mony waes ; 
I canna leave my mammy.“ 


YI. 


„We'll tak her hame and mak her fain, 

„My ain kind-hearted amemy;; ; 

We'll gye her meat, we'll gre her chile, 

We'll be her comfort a” her days. 

bo wee thing gres her hand and aps. 
There] gang and aſk my mammy. 


(.--4 ) 
VMI. 
rn. 
My boy Tammy? | 
She has been to the kirk wi” me, 
And the tear was in her ee— 


But O ſhe's but a young thing, 
Juſt come frae her mammy. 


— ä. — — 
O TELL ME HOW FOR TO WOO: 
A FAVOURITE SCOTS So. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF WILL AND JEAN. 
———— — — ( 
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« O reLL me my bonny young laſſie, 
&« O tell me how for to woo ! 

“O tell me bonny ſweet laſſie, 
O tell me how for to woo ! 


„Say maun 1 rooſe your cheeks like the morning, 
Lips like the roſes freſh moiſten'd wi dew ! | 
Say maun I rooſe your een's pawky ſcorning, 


« Otell me how for to woo. 


II. 


„ Far hae I wander'd to ſee thee dear laſſice! 


Far hae I ventur'd acroſs the fa't fea . 


« Far hae I travell'd o'er muirland and mountain, 


« Houſeleſs and weary lay cauld on the lea! 


1 


1 Ne'er hae I tried yet to mak love to ony, | 
« For ne er loe'd Jony till ance Tloe'd you; 


« Now we're our lane in the = TOS Wag Wb 
« O tell me how for to woo !??. 


HL 


« What care I for your wand'ring, young laddie, 
«© What care I for your eroſſing the ſea! 

© It was nae for nacthing ye left poor young Peggy, 
It was for my TOCHER ye came to court me. 


Say, hae ye gerad to buſk me ay gawdy, 
© Ribbans, and pearlins, and Sogn: enew ? 

A bouſe that is canty, wi” altb in't my laddie! 
Without this ye never need try for to woo.” 


IV. 


« I hae na gowd to buſk ye ay gawdy, 

« I canna” buy ribbans and pearlins enew; - 
« I've nacthing to brag 0” a houſe or o plenty, 
P' ve little to gi'e but a heart that is true. 


« T came na for tocber, I ne er heard o' ony, 
I never Ioe d Peggy, nor e er brak my vowꝗw; 
I've wander 'd, poor fool! for a face fauſe as bonny ; 
4 little thought this was the way for to woo!” 


V. 


Hae na ye roos'd my cheeks Ike the nt! th 
6 Hae na ve re my cherry red mou? 

© Hae na ye come o'er ſea, muir, and motintain? | 
© What mair Johnny need ye to v0 | 
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Far hae ye wander'd, I ken, my dear laddie ! 


Wi' health we'll hae plenty I'll never gang gawdy: 


The burnie ran ſweet by their fide as they ſabbed, 


God fave me! my either will wide-me; 1 fear : 


(0+) 


Now ye hae found me, ye ve nae cauſe to rue; 


g 


« I neꝰ er wiſh'd for mair than a bear-: that is true. 


She hid her fair face in her true lover's boſom ; 
The faft tear o tranſport fill'd itk lover's ee; 


And fweet ſang the mavis aboon on the tree. 


He claſp'd her, he preſt her, he ca'd her his honey; 
And aften he taſted her hinny fweet mou ! 

And ay 'tween ilk ſmack ſhe figh'd.to-her Johnny, 
O laddie! weel can ye 4000 /* 
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TAK TENT AND BE WARY: 


A SCOTS so. 


br THE AUTHOR OF WILL AND JEAN; 


4 


„Hen! laſs, but you” re canty and vogie! 

© Wow but your een look pawkie and roguie! 

What was ye doing in yonder green bogie, 
Up in this nn and grey ? 


4 P've been wi” ſomeboddie bat need ye to ſpeer? 
« Pve been wi young Jamie,—Pve been wi' my dear 


66 D'ye ken laſs he's courting mea" the lang day!” 


[ES 
II. 


Nose! tak tent and be wary ; | 
Jamie's a ſad ane! he never will marry: 
Think o' poor Tibby !—he's left her to carry 
Black burning ſhame till the day that ſhe die! 


I carna for Tibby,—a glaiket young quear ! 
Her gaits wi? the fallows, we 2 ken lang ſyne; 
The heart o' my laddie I never can tyne, 

He promis'd to marry me down on yon lea! 


III a N 
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« O no! I need nae be wary; 

Yes, yes! he means for to marry; 
Wi' mony ſweet kiſſes he ca'd me his dearie, 

And ſwore he wad tak me before Beltan dax! 


0 Kate, Kate ! he'll deceive ve; f 
(The deil's in the cheil! he does naithing but greive 
mes) 


s He's fu? o . gin ye like to believe me, 
The fauſe loon laſt night ſaid the ſame thing to 
me. 


IV. 


Dear Jean but you're unco camſtrarie, 
Yell neꝰ er let a boddie trou ever they'll marry ; 
e' ve now gi'en me ſomething 2 no light to car- 


TY 3 
« ”Twill lie at my heart till the * that 1 die! = 


te) 
She gaid awa fighing,—ſhe gaid a 3 


— 


Her mither flet ſare, for her biding away; 


She ſat down to ſpin, —ne er a word could ſhe ſay, 
Bot drew out ee * the tear in her ec! 


V. 


66 O yes! tis time to be wary ;- - - 

« Jamieꝰs a ſad ane, —he never will marry; 

«« He may rife in the morning, and wait till he's weary, 
« He's no ſee my face for this year and a day.“ 


She raiſe wi' the lay'rock— ſhe milked her cow; 

She ſat down by her leglin, and gan for to rue; 

Young Jamie came by,-—her heart lap to her mou, 
And ſhe trow'd ilka word that the fauſe loon did ſay. 


O dear how laſſes will vary! 8 
Some times they're doubtfu', tis then they are wary ; 
But when luve comes louping,” they ay think we'll 
marry, 
And truſt like poor Kate to what fauſe loons will 
ſay. 5 
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© * DONALD AND FLORA: 


A BALLAD, 
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HIS GALLANT ARMY==1779, 


— 


Warn merry hearts were gay, 
Carcleſs of onght but play, 
Poor Flora ſlipt away, 

Sad'ning to Mora * 
Looſe flow d her golden hair, 
Quick heav'd her boſom bare, 
Wuile thus to the troubled air 


She vented her ſorrow. 


II. 

Loud hovuls the ſtormy weſt, 
Cold !—cold is winter's blaft, 
© [Taſte then, O Donald hafte 

« Haſte to thy Flora 
« Twice twelve long months are o'er, 
Since on a foreign ſhore, 
© You promis'dto fight no more, 

0 f Put meek) me in Mora. 


A. ſmal!! valley | in 4444 ho named by the tive lovers 


© Where now is Donald FEY 
(Maids cry with taunting beg 
Say is he ſtill ſincerre 
To his lord Flora? | 
Parents upbraid my moan, 
Each heart is turn'd to ſtone 
Ah! Flora, thou'rtnow alone 
_* © Friendlefs in Mora! 


IV. y 21 3 

Come then, Oh, eome away, 
Donald no longer Ray  _ 
Where can my rover ſtray 

From his dear Flora ? 
© Ah! ſure he ne er could be 
* Falſe to his vows and me — 
O Heav'n !—is not yonder he, 

« Bonnding o'er Mora? 


V. 

Never, O wretched Fair,” 
(Sigh'd the ſad meſſenger) 

Never ſhall Donald mair, + 

Meet his lov'd Flora 

« Cold, as yon mountain ſno w-, 
« Donald, thy love lies low.— 
* He ſent me to ſoothe thy wo, 


+ Weyping in Mora.” 


Well fought our gallant ſlain 
On SaraToGA's plain; 


(4) 
5 Thrice fled the hoſtile train 
| &« From Britiſh glory. — 
« But ah ! tho' our foes did flee, 
«© Sad was each victory 
56 Youth, love and loyalty | _ 
« Fell far from Mora. 


VIL 
Here, take this loye-wrought plaid,” 

{Donald expiring faid) | 

Give it to yon dear maid, 

| «© Drooping in ſorrow — 

« Tell her, Oh! Allan tell, 

tc Donald thus bravely fell, 

« And that in his laſt farewel 

« He thought on his Flora. 


VIII. 
Mute ſtood the trembling Fair, 
Speechleſs with wild deſpair, 
Then ſtriking her boſom bare, 
Sigh'd out, Poor Flora ! 

Oh, Donald! Oh! well-aday!” 
Was all the fond heart could ſay.— 
At length the ſound died away, 

Feebly in Mora. 


1 LOO'D NE'ER”A LADDIE BUT ANE: 


4 FAY QURITE SCOTS SONG. _ 


1. 


«I L00'D n&er a laddie but ane, 
He loo'd ne'er a laſhe but me, 
He is willing to mak me his ain, 

« And his ain I am willing to be. 
He has coft me a Rocklay of blue, 
And. a pair o' Mittens o green; 
The price was a kiſs o my mou, 
And ] paid him the debt yeſtreen. 


II. 


Let ithers brag weel o' their gear, 
Their land and their lordly degree, 

] carena for ought but my dear, 

For he's ilka thing lordly to me. 

His words are ſac ſugar d and ſweet, 

His ſenſe drives ilk fear far a1wa; 

I liſten — poor fool! and I greet, 

Net oh! how fweet are the tears as they fa“! 


(6) 
HI. 


Dear lafſie,” he cries wi! a jeer, 
<« Ne'er heed what the auld anes will ſay; 
« Tho? we've little to brag o —neꝰ er tents. 
„What's gowd to 4 heart that is wat ? 
Our Laird has baith honours and wealth, 
« Yet ſee how he's dwining wi' Cart :— 


« Now we, tho' we've naithing but Health, 
« Are cantie and leil evermair, 


IV. 
« O MAR1ON ! the heart that is true, 
“Has ſomething mair coſtly than gear, 
« TIk e'en it has naithing to rue; 
6“ Ilk morn, it has naithing to fear. | 
« Ye warldlings ! gae hoard up your ſtore, - 
« And tremble for fear ought ye tyne ! 


« Guard your treaſures wr lock, bar and door, 
« While thus in my arms I lock mine! 


< V. 
He ends wi' a kiſs and a ſmile ;,- 
« Waes me! can I tak it amiſa, 
My laddie*'s unpractis d in guile, 
He's free ay to daut and to kiſs. 
| Ve laſſes wha lo'e to torment _ 
Tour luvers wi' fauſe ſrorn and ſtrife, 
Play your pranks I've gi en my conſent, 
And this night Pit tak Jan for life. 


\ - 


- VERSES BY THOMSON, -. 
ON THE DEATH OF H1s MOTHER, 


V fabled lay * aid difelaim, 
Vour airy raptures, and your fancied flame, 
True genuine wo my throbbing breaſt inſpires, 
Love prompts my lays and filial duty fires ; 
The ſoul ſprings inflant at the warm defign, 
And the heart ; won ev'ry flowing line. 
See ! where the kindeſt, beſt of mothers lies, 
And death has ſhut her ever-weeping eyes; 
Has lodg'd, at laſt, peace in her weary breaſt, 
And luPd her many piercing cares to reſt. 
No more the orphan train around her ſtands, 
White her full heart upbraids her needy hands; 
No more the widow's lonely fate the feels, 
The ſhock ſevere that modeſt want conceals, 
Th opprefſor's ſcourge, the ſeorn of wealthy pride, 
And poverty's unnember'd ills beſide ; 
For ſee ! attended by th? angelic throng, 
Thro' yonder worlds of light the glides along, 
And claims the welkearn'd raptures of the ſky ; 
Yet fond concern recals the mother's eye; - 
She ſeeks th' unfriended orphans left behind, 
So hardly left! ſo bitterly reſign d 
Still, ſtill! is ſhe my ſouP's divineſt theme, 
The waking viſion, and the wailing dream; _-— > 
Amid the ruddy ſun's enliv'ning blaze, FL 
O'er my dark eyes her dewy image plays; 124 4: 
And in the dread dominion of the night, 
Shines out again the fadly pleafing fight ; 


„ 


But round me, light! let this reflection pour, 


The poor man's portion and the orphan's ſtay. 


CSI 


Triumphant virtue all around her darts, 

And more than volumes every look imparts ; 
Looks!—ſoft, yet awful, melting, yet ſevere, 
Where both the mother and the faint appear. 

But ah ! that night—that tort'ring night remain 
May darkneſs dye it with te dene int 
May joy on it forſake her roſy bow rs, 

And ſtreaming ſorrow blaſt its baleful hours r 
When on the margin of the briny flood, 

Chill'd with a ſad-prefaging damp I ſtood ; 
Took the laſt look ne er to behold her more, 
And mix'd our murmurs with the wat'ry roar: 
Heard the laſt words fall from her pious tongue, 
Then wild into the bulging veſſel flung, 
Which ſoon, too ſoon, convey'd me from her ſight, 
Dearer than life, and liberty, and light ! 

Why was I then, ye pow'rs ! reſerv'd for this, 
Nor ſunk immediate in thevaſt abyſs? | 
Devour'd at once by the relentleſs wave, 

And whelm'd for ever in a wat'ry grave? 

Down ye wild wiſhes'of unruly Wo! 

I ſee her with immortal beauty glow ;. -- 

The early wrinkle, care-contraced, gone, 

Her tears all wip'd, and all her ſorrows flown z 
Th' exulting voice of heav'n I hear her breathe, 
Ta ſoothe her in the agonies of death 

J ſee ber thra” the bleſt apartmepts rove, 

And now ſhe meets her dear expecting love. 
Heart-eaſing fight ! if not in part o erſpread, 
By the damp gloom of grief's unchearful ſhade, 


JE HOvAH fields ber in ber dying hour, 
Who from the mght commands the ſhining day, 


FINIS. 


OSRIC—THE LION: 


A POEM. 


BY M. G. LEWIS, Esd. M. P. 
AUTHOR OF ru Fnonx, &c. | 


a 


Swift roll the Rhine: billows, and water the plains, 
Where Falkenſlein's Caftle's majeſtic remaint 
Their moſi=cover'd turrets flill rear: 
Oft loves the gaunt wolf 'midjt the ruins to prowl, 
M bat time from the battlements pours the lone owl 
Her plaints in the paſſenger's ear, 
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 OSRIC—THE LION: 


| 
Swirrroll the Rhine's billows, and water the plains, 
Where Falkenſtein's Caſtle's majeſtic remains 
Their moſs-cover'd tufrets ſtill rear: | 
Oft loves the gaunt wolf midſt the ruins to prowl, 
What time from the battlements pours the lone owl 
Her plaints in the paſſenger's ear. 


II. 


No longer reſound through the vaults of yon hall 
The ſong of the minſtrel, and mirth of the ball; 
Thoſe pleaſures for ever are fled; [brood ; 
There now dwells the bat with her light-ſhunning 
Fhere ravens and vultures now clamour for food, 
And all is dark, ſilent, and dread ! 


III. 
Ha! doſt thou not ſee, by the Moon's trembling light 
Directing his ſteps, where advances a Knight, 
His eye big with vengeance and fate? 


( 4 0 


"Tis Oftic—the Lion, his nephew who leads, 
And ſwift up the crackling old ftaircaſe 
- Gains the hall, and quick cloſes the gate. 


| IV. | 
Now round him young Carloman caſting his eyes, 
Surveys the ſad ſcene with diſmay and ſurpriſe, 
And fear fteals the roſe from his cheeks; 
His ſpirits forſake him, his eourage is flown ; 
The hand of Sir Oſric he claſps in his own, 
And, while his voice faulters, he ſpeaks : 


V. 
Dear uncle, he murmurs, © why linger we here? 
« Tis late, and thefe chambers are damp and are 
ti Keen blows through the ruins the blaſt! [drear, 
« Oh! let us away, and our journey purſue ; 
& Fair Blumenberg's caſtle will riſe on our view, 
Soon as Falkenſtein's foreſt is paſt. 


VI. 


« Why roll thus your eye-balls ? Why glare they ſo 
wild? | 
« Oh! chide not my weakneſs, nor frown that a child 
Should view theſe apartments with dread ; 
4 For know that full oft have I heard from my nurſe, 
« There till on thus caſtle has reſted a curſe, 


Since innoceat blood here was ſhed ! 


« She ſaid, too, bad ſpirits; and ghoſts all in white, 
80 Here uſe to reſort at the dead time of night, | 
Nor vanith till breaking of day; 


( 53. ): 


And till at their coming is heard the deep tone 
Of a bell-—loud and awful—Hark! hark! *twas & 
« Good uncle, oh l letus away !”? {groan! ., 


VIII. 
peace, ſerpent! thus Oſric - the Lion replies, 
ile rage and malignity gloom in his eyes; 
« Thy journey and life here muſt cloſe ; 
Thy caſtle's proud turrets no more ſhalt thou fee z 
No more betwixt Blumenberg's Lordſhip and me 
« Shalt thou ſtand, and my greatneſs oppoſe. 


My brother lies breathleſs on Paleſtine's plains, 
And thou once remov d, to his noble domains 
My right can no rival deny; | 

Then, ſtripling, prepare on my dagger to bleed; 
No fuccour is near, and thy fate is decreed, | | 
« Commend thee to Jeſus, and die!“ 


X. 
aus ſaying, he ſeizes the boy by the arra, 
boſe grief rends the vaulted hall's roof, while alarm 
His heart of all fortitude robs: 
His limbs ſink beneath him; diſtracted with fears, 
He falls at his uncle's feet, bathes them with tears, 
And“ Spare me! Ol ſpare me!” he ſobs. 


XI. 
But, ah ! 'tis in vain that he ſtrives to appeaſe 

he miſcreant; nnr 
And ſue in ſoft accents for life ; 


4:83 
Umnov d by his ſorrow, unmoy'd by his prayer, 
Fierce Ofric has twiſted his hand in his hair, 
And aims at his boſom a knife. 


XII. 
But ere the ſteel bluſhes with blood, ſtrange to tell, 
Self- ſtruck, does the tongue of the hollow-ton'd bel 
The preſence of midnight declare : 
And while with amazement his hair briſtles high, 
Hears Oſric a voice, loud and terrible, cry, 
In ſounds heart-appalling—* Forbear! 


XIII. 


Straight curſes and ſnrĩeks thro' the chambers reſound, 
With helliſn mirth mingled ; the walls rock around; 

The groaning roof threatens to fall ; 
Loud bellows the thunder ; blue lightnings ſtill flaſh; 
Thecaſements they clatter; chains rattle; doors claſh; 
And flames ſpread their waves through the hall. 


XIV. 
The clamour increaſes; the portals expand; 
O'er the pavement's black marble now ruſhes a band 
Of dzmons, all dropping with gore, 
In viſage fo grim, and ſo monſtrous in height, 
That Carloman ſcreams as they burſt on his fight, 
And ſinks without ſenſe on the floor. 


= 


XV. 
Not ſo his fell uncle: he ſees that the throng 
Impels, loudly ſhrieking, a female along, 
And well the ſad ſpectre he knows ; 


he demons with curſes her ſteps onward urge, | 
er ſhoulders with whips form'd of ſerpents they 
And faſtfromher wounds the blood flows. [ſcourge, 


XVI. 
Oh! welcome,” ſhe cried, and her voice ſpoke de- 
ſpair; | 
Oh 2 Sir Oſric, the torments to ſhare, 
« Of which thou haſt made me the prey; 
Twelve years have I languiſh'd thy coming to ſee, 
Ulrilda, who periſhed diſhonour'd by thee, | 
Now calls thee to anguiſh away ! 


XVI. 


My ruin compleated, thy love became hate ; 

Thy hand gave the draught which conſign'd me to 
Nor thought I death lurk'd in the bowl: ¶ Fate; 
' Unfit for the grave, ſtain'd with guilt, ſwell'd with 
Unbleſs'd, unabſolv'd, unrepenting, I died, (pride, 
« And dæmons ſtraight ſeiz d on my ſoul ! 


XVIII. | 
Thou com'ſt, and with tranſport I feel my breaſt 
Full long have ſuffer'd the torments of hell, (ſwell! 
“And now ſhall its pleaſures be mine; 
See, ſee, how the fiends are athirſt for thy blood ! 
Twelve years has my panting heart furniſhed their 
Come, wreteh,let them feaſt upon thine!”? [food, 


XIX. 
e ſaid, and the dæmons their prey flock'd around; 
hey daſh'd him with horrible yell on the randy 
And blood down his limbs trickled faſt ; 


(8) 
His eyes from their ſockets with fury they tore; 
They fed on his entrails all reeking with gore, 
And his heart was Ulrilda's repaſt. 


XX. 

But now the grey cock told the coming of day ; 

The fiends with their victim ſtraight vaniſfi d a 
And Carloman's heart throbb'd again: 

With terror recalling the deeds of the night, 

He roſe, and from Falkenſtein ſpeeding his flight, 
Soon reach'd his paternal domain. 


XXI. 
Since, then, all with horror the ruins behold ; 
No ſhepherd, though ſtrayed be a lamb from his fol 
No mother, though loſt be her child, 
The fugitive dares in theſe chambers to ſeek, 
Where fiends nightly revel, and guilty ghoſts ſhrick, 
In accents moſt fearful and wild ! 


XXII. | 

Oh! ſhun them, ye Pilgrims! though late be thehouw, 

Though loud how! the tempeſt, and faſt fall the 

From Falkenſtein caſtle be gone! [ſhowe;, 

There ſtill their fad banquets Hell's denizens ſhare; 

There Oſric=the Lion, ſtill raves in defpair ; 
Breathe a prayer for his foul, and paſs on 
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To which is added, 
WATTY AND MADGE: 


A PARODY THEREON, 


Her face was pale like April morn, 
Clad in a wintry cloud; 

And clay-cold was her hly-hand 
That held her ſable ſnroud. 


His face was like a bacon ham 
That lang in reel bad bung, 

And born-hard tas bis tatuny band 
That held bis bazel rung. 
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THE 


CELEBRATED BALLAD 


OF 


WILLIAM AND MARGARET. 


J. 

T 'was at the fearful midnight hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 

In glided Marg'ret's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's feet. 


| IT. 
Her face was pale like April morn, 
Clad in a wiatry cloud; 


And clay-eold was her lily-hand 
That held her fable ſhroud. 


III. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 
When youth and years are flown : 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
When death has reft their crown: 


CY 
IV . | | 
Her bloom was like the ſpringing flower, 
That ſips the filver dew ; 


The roſe was budded in her cheek, 
Juſt op'ning to the view: 


V. 
But love had, like the canker- worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 
The roſe grew pale, and left her cheek; 
She died before her time. 


VI. 
Awake ! ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave; 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refus'd to fave. 


VII. 

This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain, 
And aid the ſecret fears of night, 

To iright the faithleſs man. 


VIE. | 

Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledg'd and broken oath, 

And give me back my maiden-yow, 


And give me baek my troth. 
| IX. 

Ho could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake? 

How could you win my virgin-heart, 


Yet leave that heart to break ? 


64) 
X. 
Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep ? 
Why ſaid you that my eyes were bright, 
-  Yetleft theſe eyes to weep ? 


XI. 
How could you ſwear my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 
And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt"ring tale? 


XII. 
That face, alas! no more is fair ; 
Theſe lips no longer red ; 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 
And every charm is fled, 


XIII. 
The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
This winding-ſheet I wear: 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till the laſt morn appear. 


XIV. | 
But hark !—the cock has warn'd me hence 
A long and late adieu 
Come ſee; falſe man! how low ſhe lies, 
That died for love of you. 


| XV. 

The lark ſung out, the morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her gliſt' ning head: 

Pale William quak' d in every limb, 
Then, raving, left his bed. | 


(#3 
XVI. 
He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where Marg'ret's body lay, 
And ſtretch'd him o'er the green graſs· turf 
That wrapp'd her breathleſs clay. 


XVII. 

And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore; 

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
And word ſpoke never more. 


— 1 


WATTY AND MADGE: 
4 PARODY ON THE 
BALLAD 


OF 


WILLIAM AND MARGARET. 
— K 


| I. 
Twas at the ſhining mid-day hour, 
When all began to gaunt, 
That hunger rugg'd at Watty's breaſt, 
And the poor lad grew faint. 


_—_ 


— — — 
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( 6 ) 


II. 
His face was like a bacon ham 
That lang in reek had hung, 
And horn-hard was his tawny hand 
That held his hazel * 


III. 
So wad the ſafteſt face appear 
Of the maiſt dreſſy ſpark, 
And ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 
Were they kept cloſe at wark. 


8 IV. 

His head was like a heathery buſh 
Beneath his bonnet blew, 

On his braid cheeks, frac lug to lug, 
His bairdy briſtles grew. 


V. 
But bunger, like a gnawing worm, 
Gade rumbling through his kyte, 
And nothing now but ſolid gear 
Cou'd give his heart delight. 


VI. 
He to the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 
To his loy'd Madge he ran, 
Sunk down into the chimney-nook 
With viſage ſour and wan. 


VII. 
cc Get up, he cries, © my criſhy love, 
« Support my ſinkin 8 ſaul | 
« With ſomething that is fit to chew, 
« Be't either het or r caul, 


E 


VIII. 
4 This is the how and hungry hour, 
« When the beſt eures for grief 


« Are cog-fous of the lythy kail, 
« And a good junt of beef.” 


IX. 


Oh! Watty, Watty,' Madge replies, 


] but o'er juſtly trow d, 
Vour love was thowleſs, and that ye 
For cake and pudding woo'd.. 


X. 
Bethink thee, Watty, on that night, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 


How ye kiſs d me frae cheek to cheek, 


Now leave theſe cheeks to dreep. 


XI. 
Ho cou'd ye ca” my hurdies fat, 
And comfort of your fight ? 


© How cou'd you rooſe my dimpled hand, 


Now all my dimples flight ? 


II. 
Why did ye promiſe me a ſnood, 
To bind my locks ſae brown? 
Why did you me fine garters heght, 
© Yet let my hoſe fa down? 


XIIL 
© O faithleſs Watty, think how aft 
] ment your ſarks and hoſe ! 
For you how many bannocks ſtawn,. 
How many cogs of broſe : 


o 
> oe oo eG 2 of 


Ca 3 
| XTV. 

But hark I- the kail-bell rings, and T 
« Maun gae link aff the pot; 
Come ſee, ye haſh, how fair I ſweat, . 

To ftegh your guts, ye fot.” 


XV. 
The grace was faid, the maſter ſery'd,” 
Fat Madge return'd again, 
Blythe Watty raiſe and rax d himſell, 
And fidg'd he was ſac fain. 
XVI. 
He hy'd him to the ſavoury bench, 
Where a warm haggies ſtood, 


And gart his gooly through the bag 
Let out its fat heart's blood. 


And thrice he ery d, Come eat, dear Madge, 
Of this delicious fare ; | 
Syne claw'd it off moſt cleverly, 


Till he could eat nae mair. 


TAM GLEN, 
— 


AND 


GIN A BODY MEET A BODY. 


TWO FAVOURITE SCOTS SONGS. 


— 
To which are added, 
THE NEGRO BOY, 
; AND 
THE VICAR axp HOUR-GLASS. 
—̃ 
My Hearl is a breaking, FA Tiitie, 
Some counſel unto me come Jen, 


To anger them d is a pity, 
Bu what will I de wi” Tam Gl:s. p 
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My heart is a breaking, dear Tittic, 
Some counſel unto me come len, 

To anger them a is a pit, 
But what will I do wi' Tam Glen. 


* * 


Fm thinking wi” fic 2 braw fellow, 


In poortith I might make a fen, 
What care I in riches to waltow, - 
If I manna marry Fam Glen. | 
What care I in riches to wallow, 
If I manna marry Tam Glen. 
HII. 


There's Lowrie the laird o“ Dumeller, | 
Gude day to yon brute” he comes ben, 

He brags and he blaws o his filler, 
But when will he dange like Tam Glen. 


{3) 


FV. 


My Minnie Goes conſtantly deave me, 
And bids me beware d' young men; 
They flatter, ſhe ſays, to deceive me, 
But wha can think ſae o' Tam Glen. 
They Hatter, Mt ſays, to deceive mc 
But wha can think ſae o Tam Glen. 


62 12 V. — 1 
My Daddie ſays gin Ti-torſake him, 
He'll gie nie gude hunder marks ten; 
But if it's ordain'd-I maun tak' him, 
O wha will J get but Tam Glen. 


- VI. 
Veſtreen at the Valentines dealing, 
My heart to my mau, gied a ſten; 
For thrice-I drew ane without failing, 
And thrice it was written, Tam Gln. 
For thrice I drevs ane withont failing, 
And thrice at was written Tam Glen. 


VII. 
The laſt Hallowe'en-I was waükin, 
My droukit ſar Kſleeve, as ye ken, 
Eis likeneſs cam“ up the houſe ſtaukin, 
And the very grey breeks o Tam Glen. 
VIII. 
Come counſel, dear Tittie, don't tarry; 
ll 'gie ycu my bopnie black hen, 
Gif ye will adviſe me to Marry, 
The lad I lo'e dear, Tam Glen. 
Gif ye will adviſe me to Marry, 
The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen 


(4) 


GIN A BODY MEET A BODY. 


— 


A 


FAVOURITE SCOTS SONG. 


— .. — 


Original Words. 


I. 


Comn thro” the rye, poor body, 
Comin thro' the rye, 
She draigl't a her petticotie 
Comin thro' the rye. | 
Oh Jenny's a' weet poor body. 
Jenny's ſeldom dry, 
She draigl't a' her petticotie 
Comin thro' the rye. 


II. 


Gin a body meet a body, 
Comin thro' the rye, 
Ein a body kiſs a body 
Need a body cry. 
Oh Jenny's a'“ weet poor body, 
Jenny's ſeldom dry, 
She draight a' her petticctic 
Ccmin thro the rye. 


C33 


III. 
Gin 2 body meet a body * * 
Comin thro” the glen; _ 
Gin a body kiſs a body, 
Need the warld ken! 
Oh Jenny's a“ weet poor Lots 
Jenny's ſeldom dry, 
She draip!'t a* her petticotie 
Comin thro” the rye. 


IV. 
CKiſſin is the key o' love, 
And clappin is tne lock 
And makin o's. the beſt thing 
That e er a young thing got. 
Oh jenny's a' weet poor body, 
© Jenny's ſeldom dry, 
She draigl't a' her petticotic 
Comun thro” the rye. 


Om ——— —— ́’4ᷓ 
Moder Wards. 


1. 


1 
Gm a body meet a body, comin thro' the rye, 
Gin a body kiſs a body, need a body cry; 

Ika body has a body, ne'cr a ane hae J, 

But a' the lads they loe me, and what the war am J. 


II. 


Gin a body meet a body, comin frae the wall, 

Gi2 a body kiſs a body, need a body tell; 

Ika bedy has a body, ne'er a ane hae I, 

But a the lads they loe me, ard what the war am 1. 


——— — — — — 2—U 
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III. 
Gin a body meet a body, comin frac the town, 
Gin a body kifs a body, need a body gloom; 
Ilka Jenny has her Jockey, ne'er a ane hae, 
But a' the lads they loe me, and what the war am I 


THE NEGRO BOY. 


An African Prince, lately arrived in England, Laviag le 
aſted what he bad given fur bis Watch? anſwered, what! ; 
will never give again. I gave a fine Negro Boy fer i: 


I. 


Werry avarice enflayes the mind, 
And ſelfiſh views alone bear fway, 
Man turns a ſavage to his kind, 
And blood and rapine mark his way. 
Alas! for this poor ſimple toy, 
I ſold a blocmirg Negro Boy. 


II. 
His father's hope, his mother's pride, 
Tho' black, yet comely to the view, 
1 tore him helpleſs from their ſide, 
And gave him to a ruffian crew.— 
To fiends, that Afric's coaſt annoy. 
1 ſold the blocming Negro Boy. 


m. 


From ccuntry, friends, and parents torn, 
His tender limbs in chains con ſin'd, 

1 ſaw him o'er the billows borne, 
And mark'd his agczy cf mind. 


bat | 


77. 


(27) 


But ſtall-to gain this ſunple tag. 
gave away the Negro Boy. 
—— 
in iſles that deck the weſtern wave, 
1 doom'd the hapleſs youth to dwell, 
A poor, forlorn, inſulted ſlave, wy 
A beaſt that Chriſtians buy and ſell; 
And in their cruel taſks employ, 
The much enduring Negro Boy. 


V. 
His wretchied parents long ſhalt mourn, 
Shall long explore the diſtant main, 
In hope to ſee the youth return, | 
But all their hopes and ſighs are vaio. 
They never ſhall the fight enjoy 
Of their lamented Negro Boy, 


Beneath a tyrant's harſli command 
He wears away his yonthful prime. 
Far diſtant from his native land, 
A ſtranger in a foreign clime. 
No pleaſing thoughts his mind employ, | 
A poor, dejected Negro Boy. 


Af 12 
But He who walks upon the wind, 


Whoſe voice in thunder's heard on high, 
Who doth the raging tempeſt bind, 
Or wing the lightning through the ey; 
in his own time will fure deſtroy, 'S 
The oppre ers of e Negro Boy... © | 


68) 
THE VICAR axp HOUR-GLASS, 


——— — — —— 
I. 
I N Gothic Churches you may view, 
Cloſe by the Vicar's elbow placed, 
An Hour Glaſs of motion true, 
With antique ſculpture richly graced. 


IL 


It happened as, in Charles's days, 

Old Spintext thundered loud and deep, 
In ortliodox and loyal lays, | 

His wearicd audience fell aſlcep. 


III. 


The Vicar ſtared, and thus exclaimed, 
« I'm ſure the Quarter fcarce has run; 
« I looked before my text I named, . 
My Sermon juſt at Twelve begun!” 


IV. 
You who perchance may read this rhyme, - 
Will ſee the cauſe in all its force; 
He meaſured his Diſcourſe by Time, 
They meaſured Time by his Diſcourſe. 


— 


FINIS. 
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ANSWER 


TO THE 


FAVOURITE 8COTS SONG, 
TAM GLEN. - 
ö 


To which are added, 
THE BIRKS OF ABERGELDIE, 
AND 


WILLIFOU FA? THE CAT: : 


o FAFOURITE SCOTS SONGS. - 


— 2 2 „„ 
« 7 thought it ance a loneſome life, 
A loneſome life, a loneſome life, 
* 7 thought it ance a loneſome life, 
* To ly ſac lang my lane, jo. 
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ANSWER 


TO THE 


FAVOURITE SCOTS SONG, 


TAM GLEN. 


I. 


Dear Titty, come dry up your tears, 

For you my poor heart's like to ren', 

True lovers will always have fears, 

But you love and are lov'd by Tam Glen. 
- 


II. 


Tho? Laird Lawrie has houſes and land, 
And mony good hundreds to len', 

Dear laſſie ne er gie him your hand, 
But prove faithful and true to Tam Glen. 


m. 


For the Laird is an auld doited body, 
With bleer een, and teeth ſcarcely ten, - 
His head it gangs ay nidy nody, 

Let forſcoth, he wad ging out Tam Glen. 


. 
Iv. 


Our brithers baith, Roger and Harry, 
Were ſpeaking to auld uncle Ben, 

And ilka ane thought ye ſhould marry 
That handſome young fallow, Tam Glen. 


V. 


The ſpae-wife tho? baith deaf and dumb, 
Our fortunes. did tell, as ye ken, 

To me ay ſhe wrote Willy Dunn, 
To you ſhe ay marked Tam Glen. 


„ 


Fu' aft our good Miniſter ſays, 

Riches ſeldom do happineſs ſen', 

In contentment, where love always ſtays, 
You'll be happy, Pm ſure, wi Tam Glen. 


VII. | 
Tho” poor, ne'er forſake a kind lover, 
A true lover's nobleſt of men, 


And whar can ye find fic anither, 
To match your dear laddie, Tam Glen. 


VIII. 


Should our father not gie us a ſhilling, 
And friends a' forſake us, what then? 
To wed my dear Willy, I'm willing, 
And adviſe you to marry Tam Glen. 


BIRKS OF ABERGELDIE:; 


I THOUGHT it ance a loneſome life, 


I held my head fu” high, jo; 


— __—— 


THE 


A FAFOURITE SCOTS SONG. 
— .. — 
J. 


A loneſome life, a loneſome life, 
I thought it ance a loneſome life, 


To ly ſae lang my lane, jo: 


But wha would not my caſe regret? 
Since I am curſed wr! a mate, 
What once I long' d for, now I hate; 
I'm quite another man, jo. 


U. 


When I was full out nineteen years, 
Out nineteen years, out nineteen years, 
When ] was full out nineteen years, 


Then I reſolv'd to take a laſs, 

Ne'er thought en what wad come to paſs, 
Nor look'd in thatrimony's glaſs, 
Till headlong down I came, jo. 


( 5 3 
III. 
Before the fatal marriage - day, 


So keen was I, ſo keen was I, 
I reſted neither night nor day, 
But wander'd up and down, jo. 


To pleaſe her I took meikle care, 
Ane wad hae thought I ſought nae mair, 
In the wide warld to my ſhare, 

But her wrapt in her gown, jo. 


TV.- 


My ain ſma? ſtock did ſcarce defray, 
Did ſcarce defray, did ſcarce defray, 
My ain ſma'ꝰ ſtock did ſcarce defray, 
Half of the marriage · charge, jo; 


For things, belanging to a houſe, 

I gave till I left neꝰ er a ſouce; 

O but I'm turned wond'ꝰrous douſe, 
And ſiller's nae ſae large, jo. 


V. 
Her father, and her friends likewiſe, 


Her friends likewiſe, her friends likewiſe, 


Did haud her out tor ſuch-a prize, 
I thought nae labour loſt, jo. 


I dreſs'd myſe from neck to heel, 
And a' was for a gilded pill; 
Now I would wiſh. the. meikle 0h 
Had her, and pay the coſt, o. 


15 
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Her father ſent a fhip to fea, 

A ſhip to ſea, a flip to fea, 
When it returns, quoth he to me, 
I'll pay you ilka plack, jo. 


The ſervants grumble, goodwife raves, 

When hungry flomach for them craves, 

Now I am taukd by the auld knave, 
The ſhip will neer come back, JO» 


VI. 


Alack-a-day, what will I do, 
10 Alack-a- day what will I do? 
The honey-month is done, jo. 


My glitt ring gold is alt turn'd droſi, 
And ſiller ſcarcely will be braſs. 
I've nothing but a bonny laſs, 
1 And ſhe's quite out of tune, jo. 
„ 

Vet ſhe lays a* the blame on me, 

The blame on me, the blame on me, 
Says I brought her to miſery, 
This is a weary life, jo. 
I'd run to the wide warld's end, 

If I cou'd leave but her behind; 

I'm out o hopes ſhe'll ever mend; 
She's proy'd a very wife, jo. 


= Ww 
IX. 


Now, bachelors, be wiſe in time, 

Be wiſe in time, be wiſe in time, 

Tho? ſhe's ca'd modeſt, fair and fine,, - 
Ard rich in goud and plate, jo; | 


Yet ye'll have cauſe to curſe hard Fate, 
If once ſhe catch yau in her net; . 
Your blazing ſtar will ſoon. be ſet ;, 

Then look before ye leap, jo. 


„ 
- i 
£ 


WALLIFOU FA*' THE CAT: 


A FAVOURITE SCOTS co. 


* 


Tate was a bonnie wee laddie, 
Was keeping a bonny whine ſheep ; 

There was a bonnie wee laſſie, 

Was wading the water fac deep, 


Was wading the water fac deep, 
And a little above her knee ; 

The laddie cries unto the laſſie, 
Come down Twcedſide to me. 


; 1 
= 


I heard, I dinna ken what, 
I heard ae wife ſay t* anither, 
Wallifou fa*-the cat; 


Wallifou fa? the cat, 
For ſhe's bred meikle wan eaſe, . 
She's open'd the am'ry door, 
And eaten up a* the cheeſe. 


\ | HL. 


She's eaten up a” the cheeſe, 
Oꝰ the kebbuk ſhe's no left a bit; 
She's dung down the bit ſkate on the brace, 
And *tis fa'en in the ſowen kit; 


Tis out o the ſowen kit, 
And *tis into the maiſter can; 
It will be ſae fiery ſa't, 
*T will poiſon our goodman. 
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EWIE WE THE CROOKED Hon 


f — 


I. $ | 
bps ni 5 e 
I'd ſing it out as loud and fierce, 
As ever piper's drone could blaw. 
The ewie wi” the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and corn; 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, 


Here about nor far awz's., ... - , 
5 1 4 AI i» 


I neither needed tar nor keel, 
To mark her upo' hip or heel, 
Her crooked horn did as weel, 


To ken her by amo' them a”. | nd oi 
. The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 5 
2 Al 3 Well deſerv'd baith girſe and corn 
Sic a wie ne' er was born, 


7 „ 8 
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III. 


She never threaten d ſcab nor rot, 
But keeped ay her ain jog trot, 
Baith to the fauld and to the cot, 
Was never ſweer to lead nor ca'. 
The ewie wr the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and cor2; 
Sic a ewie nc er was Nu, 
Here. about not far awa . 


* 


—_- 


Cauld nor hunger never dang her, 
Wind nor rain could never wrang | 
Ance ſhe lay an owk an Þ.-. x 6 
Out aneath a wreath o ſhaw.” 
The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and _ 
Sic a ewie ner was born, 1 
Here about nor far awa”. . 
A tvud 
When other ewies ap, the dyke,” 
And ate the kail for a the tyke, 
My ewie never play'd the 221M 
But tees'd about the barn wa. 
The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and corn ; : 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, | 
Here about nor far awa”. 


VI. 


2 


* 


Farly on ae Sunday morn 
The deg ber lammies wal habe torn, 
Sbe bang'd bim wi” ber crooked born, 
And gar d him 7 and rin . 
The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and corn; 
Sic a ewie neꝰer was born, 


Here about nor far awa”. 


— 0 ? 
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VII. 
A better nor a thriftier beaſt, 4 
lar hohen wig cd well hie Wing 
For filly thing the never miſt, 


* * — > - 
cw o * — - * „„ 


(4)) 
To hae ilk year a lamb or twa. 
The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and corn z 


Sic a ewie ne er was born, | 
Here about nor far awa”. 


The firſt ſhe had I gae to Jock, 
To be to him a kind of ſtock, 
And now the laddie has a flock, 
O' mair nor thirty head in a'. 
The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 
Well deferv'd baith girſe and corn; 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, 
Here about nor far awa”. 


| IX. 
The nieſt I gae to Jean; and now, _ 
The bairn's ſac bra”, her fauld fac fu”, 
That lads ſae thick come her to woo, 
They ve fain to ſleep en hay or ftraw. 
The ewie wi the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and corn; 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, 
Here about nor far awa'. 
I looked ay at gloamin' for her, 
For fear the fumart might devour her, 
Or ſome miſhanter had come o'er her, 
If the beaſtie bade u. 
The ewie wi the crooked horn, 
Well deſery'd baith girſe anden 


Sic a ewie nel er was born, 
lere about nor far awa'?. 


0 10 
XII. — 9 
ee NON 
How can I ſpeak o't without weeping,) 
A rillain came When I was ſleeping, 
And ſtaw my ewie, horn and a. 
The ewie wi” the crooked horn, 

W 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, 
Here about nor far awa”. 


ſought her Tair upo the morn 
id down beneath a buſs of thorn 
ot my eue crooked horn, . 
But ah ! man was: n 1 
The ewie wi' the aches horn, 
Well deſerv*d baith girſe and corn; 
Sic a ewie ne er was born, 
Here about nor far awa', - 


gin I had the lown that did it, 
ha'e {worn as well as faid it, 
o' a the warld ſhould forbid it, 
| ſhou'd gr'e his neck a thraw.. | 
The ewie wi” the crooked horn, 
Well deſery'd baith girſe and corn; 
Sic a ewie ne er was born 
Here about nor far awa. 
XIV. 5 
erer met wi” fic a tuin iT 
this, ſince ever I was born, 17 
y ewie wi the crooked horn : 


* - 
45 


1. 6 0 
Peer ſilly ewie donn 
a dove ee, 
Here about nor far wa. 
n „in £13: XV. 75 1 75 
As ewies die hen they are aud. 
It wad nae been by mony fauld, 
Sac ſair a heart to ane 0's a'. 
The ewie wi the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and com 
Sic a ewie ne er was born, 
Here about nor far a wa. 


For a' the claith that we hae worn, 
Frae her and herꝰs ſae aſten ſhorn, - 
The loſs of her we cou'd ha'e born, 
Had fair ſtrae death tane her awa”. 
The ewie wi” the crooked horn, 
Well deſerv'd baith girſe and com 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, 
Here about nor far wa. 


XVII. 
But ſilly thing to loſe her life, 
Aneath a greedy villain's knife, 
I'm really fear'd that our good wife 
Sall never win aboon't ava. 
The ewie wi' the crooked horn, 
Well deferv'd baith girſe We 
Sic a ewie ne'er was born, 1 $63 ky 
Here about nor far awa . 


11 
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) a yy — ren n 
411 up you muſes, let them mournz . 2 
Dur ewie wi” the erooked horn, ' 41175 9; £1» 
bs fown trac and fell'd and . 
The ewie wWi' ——— 2 * 1 
Well deſerv'd-baith * a corn 
Sic a ewie ne er was born 


Here about nor far awa*. - 


ALL IN THE WRONG. 


| uin 16. 12075 A 
i r has long been my fate to be thought in the wrong, 
And my fate it continues to be; 

de wiſe and the wealthy fti!l make it their ſong, A 
And the clerk and the cottar agree. © 
T:re is nothing'I do, and there's nothing I ſay 

But ſome one or other thinks wrong ; 

ind to pleaſe them I find there i is no other way, 


N; 
a; 


* * 


* 


II. 4 4 

Says the besinnt ſophiſt, © The times are refin'd 
In ſenſe to a wond'rous degree; 

6 l our old faſhion'd creeds do but fetter the mind, ＋ 

And it's wrong not to ſeek to be free.” 

bo the ſage politician, © Your natural ſhare 7 
* Of talents would raiſe you much higher; 

Tuan thus to craw! on in your preſe ent low ſphere, * 

And it's wrong in you not to aſpire,” N 

* Jus 5 11 

2275 10 the man of the world « y- dull toil life 

s ſarely deſerving of blame; 


1 


(3) 


© You have children to care for as well as a wife, 

© And it's wrong not to lay up for them. 
Says the fat gormandizer, To eat and to drink 
| Is the true ſummun bonum of man; 

| * Life is nothing withoutit, whate'er you may thin, 
ne 


_— Says the dic « Your old modes we rejet, 
Nor give ourſelves trouble about them; 

© It is manners and dreſs that procure us reſpect, 
And it's wrong to 160k for it without them.” 

- - Says the old peeviſh ſot, in a fit of the ſpleen, 
Ah me! but your manners are vile: 

A parſon that's blithe is a ſhame to be ſeen, 
And it's wrong in you even to ſmile,” _ 


Says the clown, when I tell him to do what he ought, 
Sir, whatever your character be; 

To obey you in this I will never be brought, 
« And it's wrong to be meddling with me. 

Says my wife, when ſhe wants ſo and ſo for the houſe, 
Our matters to ruin muſt go, | 

« Your reading and writing's for no kind of uſe, 
And it's wrong to neglect the houſe ſo. 

M. 

Thus all judge of me by their rage or her wit 
And Pm cenſur'd by old and by young; 

Who in one point agree, tho? in others they ſplit, 
That in ſomething I'm ſtill in the wrong, 

But let them ſay on to the end of the ſong, 
It ſhall make no impreſſion on me, By 

If to differ from ſuch be to be in the wrong, 
In the wrong I hope always to be. 


EK INIS. 
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' TULLOCHGORUM. 
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Cons, gre's a ſang the lady cry d, 


And lay your diſputes all aſide, 
What ſignifiesꝰt for folks to chide 
For what's been done before them ? 

\ 


Let Whig and Tory all agresy 
Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To drop their whigmegmorum:. 
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Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To ſpend this night with mirth and glee, 
And chearfu ſimg alang wi' me, 
The reel of Tullochgo rum. 
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II. 
Tullochgorum's my delight, 
It gars us a” in ane unite, 
And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite, 
In conſcience I abhor him. 


Blithe and merry we's be a, 

Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 

Blithe and merry we's be a', 
To mak' a chearfu* quorum. 


„ 
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Blithe and merry we's be a“, 

As lang as we hae breath to draw, 


And dances till we be like to fa” 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


There needſna be ſac great a phraſe 
wr dringing dull Italian lay, 
I wadna” gre our ain Nrathſpeys 

For half a hundred — oem: 


They're douff and douie at * belt, 

Douff and do wie, douff and dowie, 

They're douff and do wie at the beſt, 
Wi' a their varlorum: 


They're douff and demie at the beſt, 

Their alle gros, and. a” the reſt, | 

They canna pleaſe a Highland taſte, 
Compar'd.wi” Tullochgorum. - | 


3 
Let warldly minds themſelves 
WY fear of want and double ceſs, 
And filly ſauls themſelves diſtreſs 
Wi' keeping up decorum. 


Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, 

Sour and ſulky, ſour and ſulky, 

Shall we fac ſour and ſulky fits 
Like auld Philoſophorum ? 


Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, 

Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit, 
And canna riſe to ſhake a fit 

At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


( 4) 


V, 


© My che ge keen Ml rege. 
ach honeſt e tl by 
And calm and gujet be his gad * 

Be a that's good before him! f 


May peace and plenty be his lot, of] 

Peace and plenty, peace and plenty, 

May peace and plenty be his lot, 
And Sy a great, ſtore oem! 


May peace 51 plenty be his lot, 
Unſtain'd by any vicious blot ! 
And may he never want a'groat 
That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


| 1 
But for the diſcontented fool, 
Who want's to be oppreſſion's tool, 


May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, _ 
And blackeſt fiends deyour him! 


May dule and ſorrow be his chance, 

Dule andforrow, dule and forrow, 

May dule and forrow be his chance, 
And honeſt Toulb abhor him ! ! 


May dole and Ii be his — 
And à the ills that come frae France, 
 Wha'er he be that winna” dance 


The reel of Tullochgorum! 
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JOHN O- BADENYON. 


4 re rom | . * | | 
I. I 
Warn firſt I companion; 


Of twenty years,or ſo, 


] thought myſelf a handſome 1 Fong 
And fain the world wou'd know. 


In beſt attire I ſtept abroad, 
With ſpirits briſk and gay, 


And here and there, and every W 


Was like a morn in May. 


No care I had, thn of _ 
But rambled up and down, 

And for a beau I might have paſs' * 
In country or in town. 


I ſtill was pleas'd where er I went, 
And when I was alone, 


I tun'd my Pipe, and pleas'd myſelf, 
WY John o Badenyan. 


| e 
Now in the days of youthful prime, 
A miſtreſs I muſt find ; | 
For love they ſay, gives one an air, 
And ev'n improves the mind: 


— 
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1 hy'd me home, and pleas'd myſell 


6885 


On Phillis fair, above the reft, 
Kind fortune fix d my eyes, 
Her piercing beauty ſtruck my heart, 

. 


To cupid then, with hearty pray” by 
1 offer'd many a vow, 


And danc'd and ſung, andfigh'd and ſwore, 
As other lovers do: 


But when at laſt I breath'd my flame, 
I found her cold as ſtone ; 

T left the girl, and tun'd my pipe 
To John o Bagenyon. 


III. 


When love had thus my heart beguil'd, 
With fooliſh hopes and vain, 


To friend{hip's port 1 ſtecr'd my courſe, 
And laugh'd at lovers“ pain; 


A friend I got by lucky chance, 
"Twas ſomething like divine; 

An honeft friend's a precious gift, 
And ſuch a gift was mine: 


And now, whatever might betide, 
A happy man was I, 

In any ſtrait I knew to whom 
I freely might apply; 


A ftrait ſoon came, my friend 1 try'd, 
He laugh'd and fpurn'd my moan : 


Wi — . 


"TBI 


: v1} 1 2951 IV. | 
I thought I ſhould be wiſer next, 
And would a patriot turn; 


Began to doat on Johnny Wilkes, 
And cry up Parſon Horne ; 


Their noble ſpirit I admir'd,. 
And prais'd their manly zeal, 

Who had, with flaming ——ů 
Maintain'd the public weal; 


But ere a month or two was 
I found myſelf betray'd;. 

'T was ſelf and party after all, 
For all the ſtir they made. 


At laſt I ſaw theſe factious knaves | 
Inſult the very throne ;. 


I curs'd them all, and tunꝰd my. pipe 
To John o' Badenyon. 


212: V. 
What next to do I mus d a while, 
Still hoping to ſucceed, 
Ipitch'd on books for. company, 
And gravely try'd to read; 


I bought and borrow'd ev'ry where, 
And ſtudy'd night and day; 

Nor miſs'd what dean or doQor wrote, 
That happen'd in iny way: 


Philoſophy I now eſtzem*d 
The ornzment of youth, N | f 
And carefully, thro' many a page, 1 | 
I hunted after truth: i TN! | 


(8) 

A thouſand various ſchemes I try'd, 
And yet was pleas'd with none; = 71 
re 
= To * oy pens ; We 


VI. 
And now, ye youngſters, ev ry where, 
Who want to make a ſhows, 
Take heed in time, nor vainly hope 
For r belo r ?: 


Is but an empty name 
For girls, and friends, and books; and fo, 
You'll find them all the ſame... 5 


Then be advis'd, and warning take, 
From ſuch a man as me, 
I'm neither Pope nor Cardinal, 

Nor one of low degree ;''- © - 


You'll find diſpleaſure every we 
Then do as Thave done, od 
F'en tune your pipe, and eaſe pour 
* John o S no 5 
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THE 
CONTENTED OLD COUPLE ; 


8 FAPOURITE SCOTS SONG. 


Tune — Du barten Drums beat benny, 0. 
* 


O war is there in old age to wound us, O: 
There is nothing in't at all to confound us, O; 
O how happy now am I, 
With my auld wife ſittin* by, 
And our bairns and our oys all around us, O. 


II. 
We begood the warld with naething, O, 
And we have jogg'd and toil'd for the ae thing, O, 


We made uſe of what we had, 
And our thankfu' hearts were glad, 
When we got the bit meat and the cleathing, O. 


e III. 


When we had any ſtock we never vaunted, O, 
And we never hung our heads when we wanted, O, 
For we always gave aſhare 
Oft the kttle we could ſpare, ? - | i 
When it pleaſed the Almighty to grant it, O. 


(37 
ö | TV. E 
We never laid a plot to be wealthy, O, 
By means that were cunning or ftealthy, O, 
For we've always had the bliſs, 


And what farther could we wiſh, 
To be pleaſed with ourſelves, and be healthy, O. 


V. 


What tho” we canna boaſt of our guineas, O, 
We have plenty o' Jockies and Jeanies, O, 
And theſe, I'm certain, are 

More deſirable by far, 

1a bagful of yellow ſteanies, O. 


| VI. 

e have ſeen many wonder and ferley, O, 
With changes that almoſt are yearly, O; 
With many up and down, 

And many all around, 

That live but ſcrimpit and barely, O. 


VII. 

Then why ſhould folks brag in proſperity, O, 
zue a ſtraiten'd life, we ſee, is no rarity, O, 
And, altho' we've been in want, g 
And our living been hut ſcant, 

Ve were never reduc'd to ſeck charity, O. 


VIII. 
1 this houſie we firſt came thegither, O, a 
here we've lang been a father and a mither, O, 
And, altho? it binna fane, 
It will laſt us all our time, 
ind, Lhope we ſhall never need anither, O. 


L #:5 


| IX. 

And when we leave this habitation,,O, 
We'll depart with a good commendation, O ; 
We'll go hand in hand, I wiſh, 

To a better Place than this, 
To leave room for the neiſt generation, O. 


TUNE YOUR FIDDLES: 


A FAVOURITE SCOTS SONG» 


Tune — Aargui. ef Hunt!ly*s Reel. 


1. 


'Troxt your fiddles, tune them ſweetly, 

Play the Marquis Reel diſcreetly, 

Lere we are a band completely 
Fitted to be jolly. 


Come my boys, glad and gawſy, 

Every youngſter chuſe his laſſie, 

Dance wi' life and be not ſaucy, 
Shy nor melancholy, 


Come my boys, &c. 


(39 


II. 
Lay aſide your ſour grimaces, 
Clouded brows and drumly faces, 
Look about and ſee their Graces, - 
How they {mule delighted! 


Now's the ſeaſon to be merry, 

Hang the thoughts of Charon's ferry, 

Time enough to turn camſtary 
When we're old and doited. - 


Now's the ſeaſon, &c. 


II. 
Butler put about the claret, 
Thro? us all divide and ſhare it, 
Gordon Caſtle well can ſpare it, 
It has claret plenty. 


Wine's the true inſpiring liquor, 
Draffy drink may pleaſe the Vicar, 
When he graſps the foaming bicker, 
Vicars are not dainty. : 
Wine's the true, &. 


IV. 
We'll extol our noble maſter 
Sprung from many a brave anceſtor, 
Lord preſerve him from diſaſter, 
So we pray in duty. 


Proſper too our pretty Dutcheſs 
Safe from all diſtreſsful touches, 
Keep her out of Plato's clutches, 
Long in health and beauty. 
Proſper too our, &c. 


(5s) 


'V. 
Angels guard their gallant boy, 
Make him long his father's joy, 
Sturdy like the heir of Troy, 
Stout and brifk and healthy. 


Pallas grant him every bleſſing, 
Wit and ſize and ſtrength increaſing, 
Plutus what's in thy poſſeſſing, 
Make him rich and wealthy. 
wy Pallas grant, &c. 
VI. 
Youth ſolace him with thy pleafure 
In refin'd and worthy meaſure, - 
Merit gain him choiceft treafure 
From the Royal Donor. 


Famous may he be m ſtory, 
Full of days and full of glory, 
To the grave when old and hoary 
May he go with konour, 
Famous May, &c. 


VII. 

Honeſt, tho' in homely phraſes, 

Love our ehearful ſpirits raiſes 
Lofty as the lark is; 


Throꝰ the grove and thro' the alley 

Sound o'er every hill and valley _ 
Bleſſings on our Marquis. 
Echoes waft, &c. 


— —  — _— 
0 TIBBIE I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 
—————— ᷑ ——é— 
I. 


O TisBIE, I hae ſeen the day, 
Ye would na been fac ſhy ; 

For laik o' gear ye lightly me, 
Bar troth I carena by. 


Yeſtreen I met you on the moor, 

Ye ſpakena, but gaed by like ſtour, 

Ye geck at me becauſe Pm poor, 

But fient a hair care I. 
O Tibbie, I hae ſeen the day, 
Ye would na been ſae ſhy ; 
For laik o' gear ye lightly me, 
Bat troth . carena by. 


I doubt na, laſs, but ye may think, 
Becauſe ye hae the name of clink, 
That ye can pleaſe me wi' a wink, 
Whenc'er ye like to try. | 
O Tibbie, I hae ſeen the day, 
Ye would na been fac ſhy, * 
For laik o gear ye lightly me, 
Bat troth I carena by 
e 
But ſorrow tak” him that's ſae mean, 
Altho' his pouch o' coin were clean, 


Wha follows ony ſauey queanz 
That looks dae proud and highs - 


192 
© Tibbie, I hae ſeen the day. 
Ye would na been ſae ſhy ; 
For laik o' gear ye lightly me, 
Bat troth I carena by. 
1 | 
Altho? a lad were cer ſae ſmart, 
If he want gowd, that yellow dirt, 
Ye'll caſt your head anither airt, 
And anſwer him fu” dry. | 
O Tibbie, I hae ſeen the day, 
Ye would na been fac ſhy ; 
For laik of gear ye lightly me, 
Bat troth I carena by. 
V. 
But if he hae the name o gear, 
Ye'll faſten to him like a brier, 
Tho? hardly he for ſenſe or lear, 
Be better than the ky. f 
O Tibbie, I hae ſeen the day, 
Ye would na been ſac ſhy ; 
For laik o' gear ye lightly me, 
Bat troth I carena by. 
VI. 
O Tibbie, ye're o'er fu? o' ſpice, 
Your daddie's gear makes you o'er nice, 
But deil a ane wad ſpeir your price, 
Were ye as poor as I. 
2 
There lives a laſs in yonder park, 
I wad na gi'e her in her ſark, 
For you and a? your fifty mark, 
That gars ye look fac ſhy. 
O Fibbie, &e. 
FINIS. 
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I. 


Scors, wha hae wi WALLACE bled ; 
Scots, wham BRUCE has aften led: 
Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to re 
II. 
Now? 8 P OE vi eee 


See the front o battle lour; 


See approach, proud EDWARD's power, 
EDwakRD! chains and ſlaverie l | IX 


Wha will be a traitor-xnave? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave? 
Wha ſae baſe as be a ſlave? © : 

Traitor ! coward ! turn and flie 


Wha for Scotland's King and Law, 41 

Freedom's ſword will ftrongly dra; 

Freeman ſtand, or Freeman fa, 
Caledonian! on WW. Fs 
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8, 
By Oppreſſion's woes and pains ! 
By your ſons in ſervile chains, _ 


e our deareſt veins, 


Lay the proud uſurpers low! | 

Tyrants fall in every foe | 

Liberty 's in every blow -! 
Forward ! let us do, or die 


— 


THE TWO'LAMPS: 
4 FABLE. 


ADDRESSED ro | THE LADIES. 


The fn of wnhih bo, 4 to — 4 ee l 
tween that which i he rl of cet and fu 
n 
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Eux yet hypocriſy and art 8 

Have wrapp' d in treble braſs the heart. 
The natural intercourſe ſappreſt | 
letween the countenance and breaſt ; 
Zach motion of the mind we trace 


(+) 


Rage, envy, malice, tis agreed, 
Are paſſions he that runs may read; WE 
Theſe on the paſſive, forchead make _ * 2 
Impreſſions that we can't miſtake; 
Changing the human face divine 
A Nero, for an Antonine. | | 


Ev'n Socrates himſelf confeſs >. 
Tho? wiſdom had reform ' d his breaſt, 1 341 ya. 
No after ſtudy could efface an 
The lineaments of vile and baſe ; an 
Such once he was, and theſe were ſeen r 
Indelible in look and mien: 


Proofs that deformity proclaim 
Moral and perſonal the ſame. 


Theſe warn the parent to commence, 
With the firſt orient dawn of ſenſe, 
The work of beauty ; now begin 
To ſow the ſeeds of grace within, 
While, guiltleſs of a weed, the ſoil 
With all jop powers nem | 


Firſt filial piety impart, © © een 
With gratitude inform their - | 
And love for you ; theſe rooted there 
Shall bloom &er all their face and air: 
The features melt, and each be deck'd 
With lovely meekneſs and _— 


Let pity be an early theme : | gr 
Ah! teach the decent tear to ftream | 
For other's wo: a ſelfiſh mind 18141 
The whole hard countenance will bind 


0 5 ) 
And petrify—a fullen gloom. 


goꝰer nature s faireſt | 
The eye ſinks dead, the e. 
lneloquent the cheeks ; 
But let bencyolence coptroul, 
Dilate, and dignity the foul, 
The face, illumjn'd by the MP 
(Angels are fair becauſe hee King), 
With ever-varying grace is found 


To beam light, e love Tg 
It tunes the voice, an every ton 
I; Philomela 's warbled moan. 


What * ball the Muſe apply 
To paint the phraſeleſs dignity 
The awful, yet engaging mien 
Of injur'd innocence within, | 
And conſcious worth 2 by heaven” s intent | 
At once their guard aud ornament. . 


So, on ſome meadow”s banky fide, 
Where Flora reigns in artleſs pride, 
The fue rich, bets tha ev HE TO 
mann erfume 


Soon as fair friendſhip? g holy ſpell. 
Has taught the little heart to ſwell, 
To ev'ry feature twin ſupply 

A correſponding harmony, 

Caſt the whole countenance anew, 
Tho' ſoft'ning, yet ennobling too. 


But chief Devotion's hallow d duties 
Muſt crown and beautify their beauties; 


(6) 
Hence, redolent of joy ſerene, 
Divine love's elevated mien; 
Hence peace and genuine honour ſpread 
Their blended glories round the head; 
Hence the meek eye with hope replete, | 
Yet beaming with a ſeraph's heat; 
Th' Elyſian glow and every grace | Wo 
Thron d in che true Madona face. | | 


So, poets feigh, Promube: Role 
From heaven his animating coal. 


Parent ! ere yet their 8 
Or foll y with the heart can mix, 4 
For in 3 tainted veſſel pour d, | | 
The generous infufions's ſour'd— 
Be theſe thy arts ; their ſouls refine, 
And all the Calipedia's* thine ; 

For Virtue's ſelf (ſo Plato thought) 
To viſible exiſtence brought,— _ 
This, this is Beauty —muſt be ſo, 
Or beauty's but a name below. 

A ſuiting body it creates 
Pervades, illumes, aſſimilates. 


Thus the warm virgin wax 0e | 
Th' impreſſion that the ſignet gives; 
Now a chaſte Veſtal ſeems, and now 
The Goddeſs of the painted bow ; 

Now bears aloft the plumy creſt, 
And all Minerva ſtands confeſs d: 


| > ; 4 bd nant £ 7 Yon 6.27 
w 1 called, racing fe art yn? 
beaut if zl children, 
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Now the majeſtic wife of Jove, | 
And now the Queen of Grace and Love; 
Her fairy Cupids hovering round, 
With tiny ſhafts prepar d to wound, 
Sportive o'er all her perſon ſtraying, 
Now on her cheek or boſom playing, 
Now in her beamy eyes they meet, 


"Twas at a miſer's cold abode, Fo 
Two cryſtal urns ſurvey d the road; 
This ſhone (while that was void and damp) | 
Conſcious of oil and fire=a LAM. 
For ſhew he plac'd them, nothing loth, 
But ah ! th* expence to light them both, 
He ſaw by calculation clear, 

At this per days was that per year. 


The beamleſs vaſe, when night prevail'd, 
Her unimportance thus bewail'd ; 

« Too partial Fate! why daom to me 

« This odious, dull obſcurity ?. 

Here many a tedious night I've hung, 
Nor bleſs'd by old, nor prais'd by young; 
« To me ſcarce one kind glance is given, 
* While like the moon, that lamp of beav'n, 
My ſiſter of congenial glaſs, 

* Wins all the hearts of all that paſs. 

« Suppoſe her ſtation they revere, 

4] boaſt the ſame exalted ſphere ; 

Do they with awe her crown behold, = 
« Her dreſs of blue, diſtinct with gold? 
« Theſe gave her not ſuperior fame, 

Her ornaments and mine the ſame. 


TOE. You a an Lil oh: LILY HDL 4 #12 
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« "Tis not her chly ſhape nid alt, 

* nende kde, 
Her ſmoother poliſh, brighter hue; 
No; for in theſe we're hardly two. 
« Yet while ſhe fits NY» 
66 The cya of ev 15 5 uh. 
= I'm ſeen, if Teeri, with e MAE, © | 

May fall unmiſe'd, or ffand uiikno-w-n. 

1 Gn NS = +. 
6 Or own caprice rules all below.” 


7 „Sitter, firbeds,7 the other K. 
© To tell the worig you're mortif'd.. 
Envy no yotarics ſhall | gain, 

1. ſcarce has pity for its peu. 


| „e ke, 
No N * 
Wenn ppier mold, 
More poliſh d, p © are wh yl 


7 
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« And while, ſected it, © 
Or I ee wits 8 
I fix the traveller's ardent gaze, 
6 ok a ka bleng al Bw en. 
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Precentor in * 1 Kirk, Paiſley, 


a - 
77 1 2 ES © 
of, ETC 
7. N 


REQUESTING HIS" ABVICE ON 


MATRIMONT ; 


| 


wiTY 
HIS ANSWER, 


CONTAINING T 
KULES Son CHUSING A WIFE. - 


The Leiter, gas of Haly Blyms 
Sat 1 ü. „„ ͤð· 7 
And a be ſaid u,. a crime 
To contradict indeed. ; 
Fer in clark l:ar be qua right prime, 
And cou d baith write and read. | 
CHRIST) $ KIRK ON, THE GREEN; "i 
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EPISTLE TO J. M. 
Had, PAISLEY. 
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You wrote to me in laſt December; 
But my Muſe, cauld as deeing ember, _ 
-Had tint her ſpunk, 
Or W 1 as lazy, lith and member, 
| As ane dead trunk 
II. 
Your blythe Epiſtle then I got, 
As nice, I wat, as e er was wrote, 
Which I have without flaw or blot 
Lodgꝰ d in my min”, 
And learn'd quite perfect a by rot, 
Nae mair to tine. 
IK... 
-I'm glad to bear ye "hae your HEALTH, 
As that's ſuperior far to wealth, 
To — it — ſnun a ſecret ſtealth 
| That Ouack; pretend, 
And put nae faith in a' the filth 
That Decor: vend. 
IS. 
Waes me! for theſe poor luckleſs chicla, 
Compell d to fight with drugs and pills, 


Dean Friend, ye'll hardly now remember, 


Y 


(85) 
Young ray daft run deels;. 
To pleaſure ſlaves ;- 
For 1ts 1 o'er mony W¹eelss 
To timeleſs graves. 
V. 
A youngſter ſtands on kittle ground, 
Strong the temptations him ſurround, 
And in ſuch pleaſing ſhapes abound, 
Alas! on trial, 
How ſhall he to them a” be found 
| To give denial 7 
VI. . 
for ſometime paſt, Pve ta'en a notion, 
On viewing Time in fleeting motion, 
And ſingle life a taſteleſs potion, 
And far frae good, 
To ſome ſweet laſs to pay devotion 
8. In ſerious mood. 
VII. 
For as temptations are ſae rife, - 
To ſhun them a', l'd wiſh a wife, 
Wha'd half with me the ills of life, 
As weel's its Joys, 
And bring me, to keep down a' ſtrife, 
Sweet girls and boys. 
VIII. 
Yet 1 wad rather bide my fate, 
Than join in matrimonial ſtate, 
With an ill-temper'd, cauker'd mate, 
Of captious mood; 
Por then, I'm ſure, I'd tine the gate 
Of a' that's good. 


EY 


. NX. . 
O how diſguſting tis to ſee - » 
A man and wife who diſagree! 
ny ſcratch and fight, and *till they die 
Ne er end their ails, 
Juſt like twa cats hung o'era tree 
* Tied by the tails. 
1 X. 
But O, how happy is the youth, 
Whoſe mate does all his forrows ſoothe; 
His tide of life glides on full ſmooth! 
Her native charms, 
Sweet · fmiling innocence and truth, 
Delight his arms. 
XI. 
O may ſoch happy fate be mine, 
As, aft ye ve tauld me has been thine, 
At Fortune then I'll ne'er repine, 
Whate'er ſhe gie, 
Nor care how aft ſhe wane or ſhine, 
A brown babee. 
XII. a 
This ſubject's of ſuch ſerious ſorts 
I beg ye' ll think me not in ſport, 
Bat ſend that full and wiſe. report 
Ye weel can give, 
And trouth, my friend, PII thank ye fort 
As lang's I live. 
| XIII. 
Waes me, I now my pen maun drop, 
Tho' very lzith I am to op, 


— 


C39 
But he that's hurried in a ſhop 
Buying and ſelling, 
Dare not to gie dame F ancy ſcope, 
Tho' cer ſac willing. 
| XIV. 
Meantime, that ro Oe ſtan”, 
I beg ye'll write me, free aff han”, 
In hamely verſe, your wiſeſt plan, 
| And'TH be fteady, 
For, like 2 CocxeD PisToOL, man 
Fm juſt as ready, 
GLASGOW, W. R. 


: : * J 
ANSWER 
FROM J. M. PAISLEY, 
ro THE PRECEDING EPISTLE, 


' CONTAINING RULES Fox CHUSING 4 WIFE. 
—OG— 


I. 


Waanz'ss, my Friend, I cooſt my e's, 
On thy Epiſtle ſent to me, 
In ſtyle fac pithy, frank and free, 

Sae couth and clever, 


I ſwore that ye in poetrie 
Wad ſhine for ever. 
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ä 
Your caution's gude bis & health to raiſey, | 
« Mind not what | Quack « or Doctor fays.” 
As 1 hae feckly a” my days 
Kend nae diſeaſe, 
Ipity ony chal wha pays N 
Their coſtiy ſecs. 
III. | 
Wow but it gied me joy to hear 
Your reaſoning ſac juſt and clear 
On youth's wappnen which I fear 
O' er few withſtand; 
A wite* s the thing a man to chear 
In love's ſaft band. 
7 
Few rules for courting ye can need, 
While on your ſhouthers fic a head, 
Sin ye are nat o er. run wi' greed | 
O' gowd and filler, 
Woo wha ye like, ye maun come ſpeed, 
Gin ye haud tl '< er. 
e e exc. 
But O! avoid 2 gilly-gawky, 
Or fait indulged mammie's tawpy, 
Perchance inclin'd to taſte the whauky:. 
And ne'er ca' thine 
Her wha parades upo the . — 4 
Por ſake o ' ſhine. 
nl eres 
Wale not a wit=and ſhun an aſs, 
But fake ſome thrifty ſonſy laſs, 


. 


1 


Wua lets not precious minutes paſs _ 
| Herſel adorping, | 
By glowring twa hours i in the glaſs 


$4 @%+ 4 


Altho” misfortune's ſhout be "ide; 
Still hath the married man beſt life, 
Tor midſt a. Fortune”s plague and ſtrife, + 
He il hath plealure, 
And finds his thrifty yictuous wife 
A A rel treaſure. 
. 6 | IPAFERAYP. hay 
Gin ic e ade Bil yo are : 
Ye'!l never tire 0' her ſweet charms; 
Your mind ſhe I ftrive in all alarms . _ . 
To mak“ it eaſy, 
And keep ye out o' many harms | 
That fair might teeze ye. 
' IX. 
How great 8 the pleaſure of this like © 
Bleſt with a chaſte and virtuous wife, 
When pledges of your love fu”-xife 
Tott round the table, 
Liſping their ſma' tauk free o ſirife, 
As weel's 8255 re able, 
X. | 
When to your meals ye do come in, 
Yell a” things in nice order fin”, 
Your childer a” ambitious rin, : 
JI Toqurap your knees, 8 
And every thing the houſe within, 
Conſpires to pleaſe. 


4 
1 
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[OO Þe 
3 I. [ | 
And then when ye come hame at een, 
The fire is briſk, the hearthſtane clean, 
And every ching a* braw and been, 
The weans too 8 ] 
Syne down ye ſit, and crack bedeen, . - 
How a's been ſteaded. 
Compare this wi' theſe flupia Sel; 28 
Wha're fighting cloſe wi” drugs and pills, 
And rin to ruin on their heels, 
O ff for ſhame! 
I notice that ye ca” them de ils, 
I do the . 
„ | 
To Marriage then, mak nae mair ſand, 
But tak? ſome laſſie by the hand, 
Tho. neither rich in gowd or land, 
To her haud ſteady, 
As PisTOL COCK'D, and on demand, 
| My lug ſhe's ready. 


| Now, my gude friend, as an adieu, 
| Fl fay Ive gren advice to you, 

l Which I am ſure yell never rue, 

* As lang's ye live: 

| On trial, if tis not found tue, 

| le neꝰer believe. 
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k AVINIA. 


I 
T HE lovely young Lavinia once had friend 
And Fortune ſmil'd, deceitful, on her birth; 
For in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 

Of every ſtay ſave Innocence and Heav'n, 

She with her widowed mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the windings of a woody vale; 

Py ſolitude and deep ſurrounding ſhades, 

But more by baſhful modeſty, concea!'d. . 


Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel ſcorn. 
Which Virtue, ſank to poverty, would meet 
From giddy Paſſion and low-minded Pride: 
Almoſt on Nature's common bounty fed, 
Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 
Content, and careleſs of to-morrow 's farc. 


Lb 3 


Her form was ireſher than the morning roſe, 


When the dew wets its leaves; unſtain'd and pure, 


As is the lily or the mountain-{now. 


The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, 
Still on the ground, dejected, darting all 
Their humid beams into the blooming flowers: 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 
Ot what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 
Of evemng ſhone in tears. A native grace 
Sat fair proportion'd on her poliſh'd limbs, 
Veil'd in a fimple robe, their beſt attire, 

Beyond the pomp of dreſs; for loveclinefs 
Needs not the- foreign aid-of ornament, 
But is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the moſt. 


Thoughtleſs of beauty, ſne was Beauty's ſelſ, 
P.ectuſe amid the cloſe embowering woods. 
As in the hollow breaſt of Appenine, 
Ecnecath the ſhelter of encircling hills, 
A myrtle riſes, far from human eye, 
And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the wild, 
do flouriſn'd blooming, and unſcen by all, 
The ſweet Lavinia; till, at length, compell'd 
Ey frropg Neceſũty's ſupreme command, 
With ſmiling patience in her looks, ſhe went 
Jo glean Palemon's fields. The pride of ſwains 
lemon was! the generous, and the rich! 
ho led the rural life in. all its joy 
And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 
Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times, 
hen tyrant Cuſtom had not ſhackled Man, 
But free to ſollow Nature was the mode, 


E 4-7 


He then, his fancy with Autumnal ſcenes 
Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his reaper-train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye, 
Unconſcious of her power, and turning quick, 


With unaffected bluſhes, from his gaze. 


He ſaw her charming; but he ſaw not halt 
The charms her downcaſt modeſty conceal'd. 


That very moment love and chaſte defire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown; 
For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field; 
And thus in ſecret to his ſoul he ſigh'd: 


What pity? that ſo delicate a form, 

By Beauty kindled, where enlivening Sen ſe, 

« And more than vulgar Goodneſs, cem to dwelt, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 

* Of ſome indecent clown! She looks, metkinks, 
* Of old Acaito's line, and to my mind 

* Recale that patron of my happy life, 

t From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe, 
Now to the duſt gone down, his houſes, lands, 
« Ard cnc fair-ſpreading family, diſſolv'd. 


> 
- 
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Tas {aid that in ſome lone obſcure retreat, 
* Urg'd by zemembÞrance fad, and decent pride, 
< Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better days. 
His aged widow and his 2 e 2 
« Whom vet my ſruitleſs ſcarch could never find. 
+ Romano wih! would this the e were!“ 


WS! 


When, ſtrict inquiring, from herſelf he fonnd 

che was the ſame, the daughter of his friend, 

Of bountiful Acaſto; who can ſpeak 

The mingled paſſions that ſurpris'd his heart, 

And thro' his nerves in ſhrvering tranſport ran; 
Ihen blaz'd his-ſmother'd flame, avcw*d, and . 

And as he view'd her, ardent o'er and o'er, 

Lcve, Gratitude, and Pity, wept at once. 


Corfus'd, and frightened at his ſudden tears, 
Her riſing beauties fluſn'd a higher bloom, 
As thus Palemon, paſionate and juit, 
Pou:'d out the pious rapture of his foul. 


« And art thou, then, Acaſto's dear remains? 
She, whom my reſtleſs gratitude has fought 
89 long in vain? O heavens! The very ſame, 
The ſoftened image of my noble friend; 

Alive his every look, his every feature, 

Mere elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than Spring, 
IThau. ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 

* That nouriſu'd up my fortune! ſay, ah where, 
*® |! what ſequeſtered deſert haſt thou drawn 
Ihe kindeſt aſpec& of delighted Heever! 

Io ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown ſo faiz, 
„ITho' poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 

* Peat keen and heavy on thy tender years? 

O let me now into a riceer Jon | 
« Trerſplant thee ſafe! where vernal ſurs and ſhowers 
« Dituſe their warmaſt, largeſt influence, 
And of my garden be the pride and joy! 

« Til it befits 5 GN it ill beſits 

To's d: pghter, his whole open _ 
vai, were little to his ample: heart, 


+ 
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= The father of a country, thus to pick 
The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt-ſields, 
* Which irom his bounteous friendſhip I enjoy. 


Then throw that ſhameful pittance from thy n 
But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk; 

« 'The fields, the maſter, all, my Fair! are thine, 

< If to the various bleſſings which thy houſe 

« Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that bliis, 
That deareſt bliſs, the power of bleſling thee!” 


Here ceas'd the youth; yet ſtill his ſpeaking eye 
Expreſs'd the ſacred triumph of his ſoul, 
With conſcious virtue, gratitude, and love, 
Above the vulgar joy divinely rais' d. 


Dor waited he reply. Won by che charm 
Of goodneſs irreſiſtible, and all | 
In ſweet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd coniznt. 


The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While, pierc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin'd away 
he lonely moments for Lavinia's fate; 

Amaz d, and ſcarce believing what the "Ty 
Joy ſeiz'd her withered veins, and one bright gleam 
Of ſeitingHife. ſhone on her evening hours; 

Not leſs enraptured than the happy pair, 

Who flouriſn'd long in tender bliſs, and rear d 

A numerous offepring, lovely like themſelves, 
And gocd, the grace of all. the country round. 


of 


THE OLD BACHELOR. 


— — 22 0 22ů— 
I. 


Ir dings a' dealers in ſublime, 

To paint with powers of proſe or rhyme 

His keen compunction for his crime 
And melancholy, 


Wh.:'s loſt his glorious youthful prime 
In thoughtleſs folly. . 


II. 


What Bachelor that ever liv'd 
Zut in the end was ſorely griev'd, 
With ſaul and body a' miſchiev'd 
Turn'd auld and frail, 
ff every joy on earth bereav'd, 
And life grown ſtale. 


III. 


For who regards the piteous moan 

Of the Old Fool who lies alone? 

Lamenting youth and vigour gone” 
He fits forlorn, 


Like a grey raven couring on 
A blaſted thorn. . 


IV. 
Then point me out a Laſs that's gude, 
Wha's bragg is not of gentle blood, 
And is not of a crabbed mood, 
Or temper ſour, 
l marry her—by a' that's good, 
In half an hour. 


1 


2 (5 2 ON HEALTH. 
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4 
JAMES THOMSON, 


AUTHOR or THE SEASONS, 
— — 
＋ 
A H! what avail the largeſt gifts of heaven, 
When drooping health and ſpirits go-amiſs? 
How taſteleſs then whatever can be given? _ . , 
Health is the vita! Principle of bliſs, Oe 
Aud exerciſe of bealth. In proof of this 
Behold the wretch, who fugs his life away; 
Soon ſwallow'd in diſeaſes ſad abyſs; 


4 | While he whom toil has brac'd, or manly play, 
Has light as air each limb, each thought as clcar as day. 


II. 


O who can ſpeak the vigorous joys of health! 
Unclogg'd the body, unvbſcur'd the mind. 
The morning riſes gay; with pleaſing ſtealth, 
The temperate evening falls ſerene and kind. 

| In health the wiſer brutes true gladneſs find. 

li Sec! how the younglings friſt along the meads, 
As May comes on, and wakes the balmy wind; 
Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds: 

Yet what but high-ſtrung health this dancing pleaſaunce 

{- breeds? 

ll FINIS. 


QED 
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CHOICE OF A WIFE, 


THE WAIL OF-ELVINA: - 


4 ODE. 


CES 


AND N 
SCRIPTION rox a RURAL ARBOUR, 
* Ye Gods attend 1 long for honey, 
* And all the feveets of Matrimony ; 
„% But as I won't run belter-ſtelter, 

* 7 wiſh to bargain for my halter. 
Alfi. ye powers, who guide thro' life, 
" And give iu virtuous wiſe.” 
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THE CHOICE OF A WIFE. 


Ve Gods attend! ! * — for honey, 
- Aud ail the ſwerts af matrimon y: 
But as I won't run helter-ſkelter, 
I with to bargain for my halter. 


Aſſiſt, ye powers, who guide thro' life, 
And give a tender virtuous wiſe. 
No forward mynx, wich giggling air, 
Whoſe tongue an inch or two 8 ſpare; 
Laviſh of dreſa, yet never clean, ' 
Intent to ſee and to be ſeen, „ I) 
Whoſe heart beats pat—produce a man, 
She'd teaze me as ſhe plagues her fan. 
No formal prude, with decent ſmile, 
Emblem of innocence and guile. 


No ſqueamiſi Miſs, who can't bear health; 
With coffers Pd with fore of wealth. 
Tho? jolly, blooming, fair, and fat, 
An Geireſs muſt be delicate. 

I want not flippant vaia concen, 

Nor thaofe who wont at table eat; 

Or, by the jing, I'll be her ſentry, 
Whene'er ſhe ſteals off to the pantry.. 


LY 


I hate malevolenee and pride, 
Tho? wealth fits dangling by her ſide. © - 
Keep far from me a damfel ſtupid, 

Or make me deaf, thou devit Cupid! 
Nor give, to make me moſt unhappy, 
The lafs whom Scotſmen cali a taupy. 


I want not paſſion ever blind, | 
Nor one who leaves her fex behind. 


Tho bleſt with müllions hat are riches, a 


If I muſt feeb ſue wears the breeches? 
Send me a pair of eagle's wings, 

To ſhun thoſe who ſhun ſacred things. 
That heart muſt be devoid of good, 
Who flies from heaven and gratitude. 
But ſhe who taſtes of love divine, 

Sure never could prove falfe to mine. 


Keep to yourſelves Miſs Aſſectation, 

Or ſhe who ſights for provocation ; 

Like yonder beauty, lo! ſhe comes; 

A murmur haftens thro? the rooms; 
Look at the pretty fmirking creature, 
Well placing ev'ry ſhadowy feature; 

For 'tis the glaſs that gives her art, 

And paint and patches make her ſmart ; 
Behold ſhe ſmiles—now ſcarce is civil — 
The angel now—and now the devil. 


On all the deals ſome mark of favour, 

The pppicr gape, but none will have her: 
Her lot will be, if married, cares, 

Ir not, the jilt muſt walk vp ſtairs, 


. 9. 


te] 
And take her totking, primly fitting, 
nr 


The fly coquet whom grace adorns, 
Would fill my dreams with horns, horas, horns, 
Give me no languid ſqueamiſh creature, 
Wearied for ay, reverſe of nature: 

But let me choofe—The girl for me, 

Muſt wear auld-faſoien'd modeſty ; 

Sweet, kind, and virtuous, ever pleas'd, 
Nor e'er with jealous humours ſeiz'd ; 
Soft, winning ſoft, not prone to ſpeak, 
Where bluſhes deck the lovely check ; 
Accompliſh'd, innocent and gay, 

Devoid of airs, nor bent on play; 
Who could a houſehold well attend, 

Yet be a comforter and friend. 


She would ene my foidles all; 

If large, her love would make them ſmall; 
Whoſe every word ſome good inſtills, 
With learning that ne er ſaw novels; 
Winning always by her yielding 
Heav'n ! what a caſtle am I building? 
Give me fortune, give me favour ; 

Do be kind and let me have her. 


When marriage ſprings from ſuch a ſource, 
Ne'er will the world behold divorce; _ 
But joy will conquer envious firife, -. --. 
AE wirt man and wife. 
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THE WAIL or ELVINA: 


_ AN. 0DE. 7. 


2 


Wuar time the ſoft - eyd ſtar of eve 
'Gleam'd on the gently trembling wave, 
From Bara's iſle the fighing gale. 

Wafted Elvina's rueful wail: - 

Torlorn her lovely locks ſhe tore, 
Rs a CHA | 


© Ye rocks, Jhe cried, * ye ſhelving caves, 
© Whoſe ſides the briny billow la ve; 
« Ye cliffs far frowning o'er the deep, 
Le loneſome iſles, —to you I weep ; 
Far diſtant from my father's halls, 
The tow'rs of Moran and my native walls. 


« O Moran are thy warriors fled! . 
« Diſmal and dark their narrow bed; 


Silent they fleep,—the north wind, cold, 

« Blows dreary o'er their crumbling mold 
Silent they fleep, no dawning day | 
< Viſits the grave, or wakes their ſhrouded clay, | 


C SI 
— | 


At dead of night a cry was heard, 
© O why was Moran unprepar d! 
No watchman on the caſtle wall, 
No wakeful warrior in the hall; 
© At dead of night the crafty foe 
'd from the main, and ſtruck the vengeful blog, 
V. 
e To arms! eried Moran, but in vaia ! 
rr. ö 
] ſaw my father's boſom ger ds. 
< By Cadwal's num'rous hoſt o *erpow a 


He fell; and from the guſhing wound, 
Reeking and red, his life blood ſtream d around. 


VI. 
< Mingling with fmoke I ſaw the fire 
Along the rending walls afpire ; 
C Now rage impetuous in the hall, 
I heard the craſhing rafters fall!) 
© Now o'er the roof and turrets high, js 
It blazes fierce and furious to the ſky! 
VII. 
* O ſpare a helpleſs maiden, ſpare; 
© The orphan's piteous pleadings hear! 
© They bore me thence.— My ſtreaming eyes 
© Beheld theſe awful cliffs ariſe : 3, 


© Foul raviſher ! e rocks, ye waves, 
0 ä me in your ä eaves! 


Foul raviſher - yet pale diſmay 
And vengeance mark thee for their prey 
Unnerv'd, appall'd by conſcious fear, 
Remorſe ſhall drive thee to deſpair ; 

My ſpirit, wailing in the blaſt, 

Shall ſnake the counſels of thy gullty | breaſt.” 


"Twas thus e n 

The voice came broken in the breeze: . 

The ſeaman, piteous of her wo, 

Turn'd to the ſhore his friendly prow ; 

But long, alas! ere dawn of day, | 

The voice grew weak, and feebly died away. 
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INSCRIPTION roa 4 RURAL ARBOUR, 


BY A 


-CENTLEMAN- OF INDIA. 
I. 
n wanderer, come not here 


With clamorous voice, or footſtep rude;. b . 
For Harmony s ſweet ſake forbear 
To violate this ſolitude. 


II. 
For ne'er the Nightingale forſakes 
This haunt when hawthorn bloſſoms ſpriug; 
Veil'd in the ſhade of tangled brakes, | 
She calls ker neſtlings forth to ſing. 


(8) 

a III. 
Hark! catch you not their warbling wild, 
That foftly flow the leaves among? 
Now loudly ſhrill, now ſweetly mild, 


IV. 
Beneath delights in. flowers to ſpread; 
The cluſt ring hare-bell lingers near 
The cowſlip's dew-beſpangled bed. 


V. | 
And whilſt the weſtern gales allay 
The keenneſs of the noon-tide heat, | 
They tell where pleas'd to ſhun the day, 
The vi'let ſcents her low retreat. 


F tempted by the twilight ſhade 
Beneath the ſmooth-leaf'd beach to ſtray, 
Bring ſweet oblivion of your way. 


But, heedleſs wand” rer, come not here, 
This feaſt was not prepar d for thee; 
Unleſs thy heart feels nought more dear 
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I. 
1 Sigh and lament me in vain, 
Theſe walls can but echo my moan; 
Alas! it encreaſes my pain, 
When I think on the days that are gone. 


II. 
Through the grate of my priſon I ſee, 
The birds as they wanton in air, 
My heart how it pants to be free, 
My looks they are wild with deſpair. 


III. 


Above the oppreſs d by my fate, 
I burn with contempt for my foes, 
Though fortune has alter*'d my ſtate, 
She ne er can ſabdue me to theft. 


(3) 
IV. 


-Falſe ſiſter, in ages to come 
Thy malice deteſted ſhall be; 

And when we are cold in the tomb, 
Some heart {till will ſorrow for me. 
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Ye roofs where cold damps and diſmay 
With filence and ſolitude dwell; 

How comfortleſs paſſes the day, 
How ſad tolls the evening bell. 


VL 


The owls from the battlements cry, 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around, 


O Mary, prepare thee to die, 
My blood it runs cold at the found. 


* 


—— 
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To | 
D E ATW 
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I. 
Tuou, whoſe remorſeleſs rage, 


Nor vows, nor tears aſſuage, 
TarumenanT DEeaTa'!—to thee I raiſe 
The burſting notes of dauntleſs praiſe !=— 


o 


{043 
Methinks on yonder murky cloud 
Thou fit'ſt, in majeſty ſevere! 
Thy regal robe a ghaſtly ſhroud! 
Thy right-arm lifts th' inſatiate ſpear! 
Such wes thy glance, when, erſt as from the plain, 
Where Ixpvs rolls his burning ſand, 
Young Ammon led the victor train, 
In growing luſt of fierce command: 
As vain he cried with thundering voice, 
* The World is mine, rejaice, rejoice, | | 
« The World I've won!” —Thou gav'ſt the withering no4 
Thy rar ſmote his heart—he ſunk—a ſenſeleſs clod 


II. 
« And art thou great?''— Mankind replics, 
With ſad aſſent of mingling fighs! 
Sighs, that ſwell the biting geles. 
Which ſweep o'er LarLanp's Enes vales! 
And the red Txoric's whirlwind heat 
Is with the fad aſſent replete! . 
How fierce yon Tyrant's plumy creſt! 
A blaze of gold illumes his breaſt, 
In pomp of threat'ning pow'r elate, 
He madly dares to ſpurn at Fate! 
But—when Night, with-ſh2dowy robe, 
Hangs upon the darken'd globe, 
In his chamber—ſad—alone, 
By ſtarts, he pours the fearful groan! 
From flatt'ring crowds retir dhe bows the knee, 
And mutters forth a-pray'r—tecauſe he THIXES or TEE 


III. 


GarLy ſmiles the Nur 141 Eow'n, 
Bedeck d with many an od'rous fow'r: 


(5?) 


White the ſpouſal pair advance, 

Mixing oft the melting gaze, 

In ſondeſt ecſtacy of praiſe. 

Ah! ſhort deluſive trance! 

What tho' the feſtival be there;— 

The rapt Bard's warblings fill the air; 

Ard joy and harmony combine! 

Torch BUT THEY TALISMAN, and ALL 13 TIN E! 
Th' inſeſnate lovers fix in icy fold, 


And on his throbbing lyre, the Minſtre!'s hand is cold! 


IV. 

'Tis rgov can'ſt quench the Eagle's fight, 
That ſtems the cataract of light! | 
forbid the vernal buds to blow— 

Bend th' obedient foreſt low] 

And tame the monſters of the main; 

Such is thy potent reign ! 

O'er carth, and air, and ſea! 

Yet, art thou ſtill pisDaiNn'd BY Mx. 

And, I have reaſon for my ſcorn; 

Do I not hate the riſing morn; 

The gariſh noon; the eve ſerene; 

The freſh'ning breeze; the ſportive green, 

The painted pleaſures throng'd reſort! 

And all the ſplendors of the court! 

And has not Sox xo choſe to dwell 

Within my hot heart's central cell; 

And are not Horz's weak viſions o'er, 

Can Love, or Rapture reach me more? 

Then tho” I ſcorn thy ſtroke—I call ther FrxIEND, 
Tor in thy calm embrace, my weary woes ſhall end. 


* , 4 
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LUCKLESS JEAN. 


— mmm 


A NEW SONG. 


ee - — 
mY” | Tune. Logan Water. 


L 
Win wars ſhrill trumpet ca'd to arms 
And Britain bade fair freedom yield, 
Young Colin won by loon's alarms 
Fled far to ſeek the tented field. 


IL | 
My heart was laith to bid adieu, 
And aft the tears ſtole frae my een! 


Three times he cried ſweet laſs be true, 
Syne tore himſelf frac luckleſs Jean. 


III. 

Blythe Spring awakes the tuneful groves, 
And gowans deck the meadows gay, 

Whilſt Jean unpitied lonely roves 

And thinks on him that's far away! 


(7) 


IV. 
auld Nature's ſmiles could pleaſure gie 
When Colin woo'd me on the green; 


k ſeaſon brought new joys to me, 
But pleaſare's fled from luckleſs Jean! 


V. 


Nae mare the blythſome lilt I hear 
Of younker's ſinging at the plough! 
Around me ſeems a deſart drear, 
Where waving plenty met my view. 


VI. 


When e'er I ſteal along the burn, 
Where aft ſae merry I hae been, 

I mavis ſeems wi* me to mourn, 
lik lintwhite pities luckleſs ſean! 


VII. 


How lang will poor deluded man 
Againſt his brither draw his ſwordl 
To ſhield a baſe oppreſſive clan, 
The titled knave and pamper'd lord. 


VIII. 


Come, meek ey'd Peace! thy olive wave, 
Lang time a wand'rer haſt thou been, 

Thy ſmiles frae death-may thouſands ſave 
And bring her love to luckleſs Jean! 


— * 
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Avrrroacn, ye Wiſe of Soul, with Awe Divine 
"Tis Nxwrox's Name that conſecrates this Shrine: 
That Sun of Knowledge, whoſe Meridian Ray 
Kindied the Gloom of Nature into Day. 

That Soul of Science, that unbounded Mind! 

That Genius which exalted human Kind! 

Confeſt Supreme of men! his Country's Pride. 

And half eteem'd an Angel—till he dy'd: - 

Who in the Eye of Heav'n, like Enoch ſtood, 

And thro' the paths cf Knowledge walk'd with God: 
Who made his Fame a Sca without a Shore, 

And but forſook this World to now the Laws of tore. 
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SCOTLA N D. 
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Movxx, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn, 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels vorn 
Thy ſons, for valour long renown'd, 
Lie flaughter'd on their native ground; 


Thy hoſpitable roofs no more 
Invite the ſtranger to the door; 

in ſmoaky ruins ſunk they lie, 

The monuments of cruelty. 

| II. 

The wretched owner ſees, afar,. 

His all become the prey of war; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife, 
Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life. 


'Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks; 
Thy raviſh'd virgins fhrick in vain; | 
Thy infants periſh on the plain. 


{ 3) 
III. 


What boots it then, in ev'ry clime, = 
'Thro' the wide-ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 
Still ſu one with uadiouniſh'd blaze? 1 


Thy tow ding ſpirit now is broke, f 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke: 

What foreign arms could never quell, - 

By civil rage, and rancour fell. - 


* 


| IV. 
No more ſhall cheer the happy day: 


No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night; 


No ſtrains, but thaſe of forrow, flow, 
And noug ht be heard but ſounds of wor, 
While the pale phantoms of the flain 
Glide nightly o'er the filent plain. 


V. 


Oh baneful.canſe, oh fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn! 

The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood; 

The parent ſhed his children's blood. 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceas'd, 
The victor's ſoul was not appeas d- 
The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Devouring flames, and murd'ring Rc. 


{#) 
I 
The pious mother doom d to death, 
Forſaken, wanders o'er the heath, - 
Her helpleſs orphan's cry for bread; 


She views the ſhades of night deſcend; - 
And, ſtretch'd beneath th* inclement ſkies, 
Weeps o'er her tender babes, and dies, 


VU. 


And unimpair'd remembrance reigns, 
Reſentment of my country's fate 
Within my filial breaſt ſhall beat ; 


And, ſpite of her inſulting foe, 
My ſympathizing verſe ſhall flow: 
« Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
_ * Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn.” 


TRIPPLE PLEA. 


1 
Law, prvsic, and Dryntrrx. 
Being in diſpute, cou d not agree | 
To ſettle, which amorig them three 
| Shou'dhave the Superiority. 
. | 
LAW pleads he does preſerve men's lands, 
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Puys1c preſcribes recipes for health, 
Which men prefer before their wealth 
Therefore of riglit challenges he, 

To have the Superiority. 


Iv. 

Then ſtrait ſteps up the PxIxar demure; 
Who of men's Souls takes care and cures 
Therefore, of right challenges he, 

To have the Superiority. 


Ss) 


% *: Wa 
Tf Jopces end this TRIPPLE PLEA, 
The Lawyers ſhall hear all the ſway. 
If Exeinics their verdict give, 
Pursicraus beſt of all will thrive. 


3 


VI. 


Tf Bis nors arbitrate the caſe, | 
The Paizsrs muſt have the higheſt place. 
Af HoxnesT, $0BER, WISE MEN judge, 
Then ALL TAE THREE away may trudge, 

| | VII. 

For let men live in peace and love, _ 
The Lawrexs tricks they need not prove. 
Let men forbear exceſs and riot, 


They need not feed.on Docron's diet. 
They need not care what Paxsoxs preach, 
But if men rools and KN Avxs will be, 


They'll be aſs-ridden by ALL TREE. 
THE ROBIN. 
PS — 
— J. 


Tas br de yloamin, and Hell was che wh, 
That Norlan' came laden wi” fnaw, 

Deep nature lay ſmoor'd, and fu dowie the * 

Had jogged his naiggies ara. 


(7) 
IL 

The mirk face of night on the orient ſey, 
Had mufl'd the hills frae our fight, 

And drowſilie ſhedding her gloom on the eye, 
Abſorbed the relicks o light. 

Ilka verdure, reft ſpray, carle winter jocofe, 
Had clad in his North Kintra wear,” 

On the winnocks in mockin had painted the roſe, 
An' ipring was reviv't i the ear. 


IV. 


A cheery bit Robin was perch'd on a ſpray; 
Amid the drear proſpect an ſang, 

Contented it hail'd the dire eve o the day, 
Tho' ſcawlan the blaſts drave alang. 


V. 


3 I refle@ed, be down caft or mourn,. | 
When the ſtorm of adverſity blows, 

Nahen OO 
With Rertiiude nonter an theth, 


VI. 
His merit is falſe, his pretenſions are vain, 
Let the Robin's remembrance his folly reſtraie, 
And level his fancics of ſtate, 


os 
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MOTH, - 
FLUTTERING ABOUT A CANDLE _ : 
| 1 


Van flutt'ring Inſect, pageant of an hour, 
Come, let me thwart thy ſelf-· deſtructive will; 

Sbort are the pleaſures in thy little pow'r, 
* eee 


How apt an emblem Ae Man, 
When ſwells each vein with youth's empurpled tide. 
— ee 


2 


5 Bock are attracted by an empty blaze; 


Pleaſure to Man, what bee wenne, 
n ; 
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But jufter laws will try the cauſe, 
; And give — by deſerts, 
The' linnet; _ a Berli Hi, 9 A 
Are form'd to « occupy a wed 
As well as thee they” re in toe E i 
Df ſpotleſs Deity. © © 
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n land Lnowrs” 
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"Ore yonter tay itekile of thy; * 
A lovely Linnet ſat, | 


And perching near, . 
— 0 


r . T HAY. 
With drooping tail they jointly wail, 
Since thro” the wood their chiping bond 
a 5 8 T4 


A cruel band, with Garage hand, 
Came forth from yonder town, \ 
And without figh or ſympathy, - 
Pull'd the poor neſtling's down. 
In Vein the ſhade held forth its aid, 
I To ſereen their downy bed, 


8 
5 To grieve them ſore, n 


— 


© The unrelenting crew 2LL 


| With triumph hung A chirper youngy 
Up in its parents v view.” 1 


83 3 4 
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1 


1 — 8 

With flutt ring paws ec toda; 
With ſuppliant nate it cries; s 

Its tender frame it wreathes/agdin, 
Then droops1ts: bead and dies. J 


. r 
Then the fond pair the Ul“ ing air 
With lamentations rend; 
No pitying eye ſtands witneſs by, 
No hand to be their friend. 


2 | 77 | | 
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But juſter laws will try the cauſes, 
Aud gyve: Wer NY Ones | 


8 12 8 

— a bumble ſphere 
Are form'd to occupy, | 

As well as thee they're in the eye 


Of ſpotleſs Deity. 
XI. 
He form'd their — them notes 
To celebrate his praiſe, | 
Which daring thou wilt not allow: . 
They to his name ſhould raiſe. | 


as 4) 


Then do nor think thy he wil wins 


= ry is 


| Or ſo miſplace his love 
As ſmile 3 
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Beit mine, or bird, or beaſt, or man, 
To make as bappy as cn. 


* 
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Poo burdie! thou haſt tint e 
Thy bonny wings o ſiller gray, 
An 2 thy downy plumage gay Ga 
Are row'd in ſoot ; 
Waeſuck ! for thee my heart is wae, 
- -* 7 Thov'rt blin' to boot, 
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But I ſhall clear thy cloated een, 
An' dight thy elauty feathers clean, 
Syne tak” thee to yon'flow'ry" green 

An' let thee fle; 

The tuncfu' tribe like-ay, I ween, 


6 a Sexect ? 31. l I. #5 * 20 L 
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Wee feckleſs thing! what gart thee: come, 
An' dauner down my recking lum? 
Did wn or glade, or — f 
Blood thirſty creature, 
Wi Narker beeks and fleeter plume, 1 H 
Diieem thee a Traitor. 


IV. e 


Or did the ſkinkling pamper'd cage, 

An' coſie bield thy heart engage, 

Gif ſae — become my fax xite page, _ 
On dainties feaſt; 

In ſafety vent thy: tuneſu rage, 


785 1 's — 


X. 


Thy beating breaſt an ſtarting ee, 
Declare thou'rt greening to get free, 
Nae kin'ly offers made by me F 0 
Win thy regard; 
8 
nee 


VI. 


To ſee thee wrang d I wad be laith, 

1 keeped thee frac bairnies Kati; 
Miſs Badrons too wi greedy. wrath, 
heart fac flinty, 


Wad, but for Mey, hae been thy death, 
+ honny Linty. 


C'S) ; 


Sweet bird, I ſee, thou diſna ken 
The dangers in the haunts o men; 
Waes me there is na ane in ten, 
In ſchemes tho” rife, 
Wad mak fic bickering butt an? benn, 


— 


VIII. 


Wuhan . e e 
Contented chaunt thy canty lays, 
O! ne'er again in dimmer days 
Parade the town, 
Nor cer again. thy friendis prays, 
A lum flee down. 


Fe 
Le | 
Whan fiel's an dibs are co'er'd wi? na”, 
An icy .bannooks, _ 
| They'll gen I day a pick or twa, © 
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Wu "Th attune the love · ſick un . 
And ſoar where fancied pleaſures e * 


With thee, Compaſſion ! would — 
Soft ſtealing to ſome lonely cell, 
In ſearch of humble modeſt grief, 


N He ls ele 
u. 
The female mind, divinely kind, 
Celeſtial beams when. ſorrows LP 
The honeſt heart devoid of art, 0 


Cannot reſiſt the tale of wo 
The kindred ſoul ſecks comfort in the K. 


Wafted, exulting, on a feeling ſigh. 


Want link'd te vite may pity claim, 

And aſk an off ring from my band, 
Thy tears expreſs that ffill thy am 

Is to relieve not reprimand ; By 
A ſiſter hir*d from virtut needs a tear, 
For guilt and poverty are hard to bear. 


L *2 39 
But where begin? where all-the beauticserace 

That charm the youthful fancy? Where but in 

His tranſcript of-the Seaſons? There we view 

The animated verſe; the fervid thought; 

The juſt and pleaſing metaphor, that ſteals 

In grazefuiraptureso'er:th* enamour d heart. 
Twere endleſs to recount the various charms 

That ſhine confpicuous in his matchleſs ſong, 

And court our obſervation; yet of thoſe 

Moſt obvious and alluring let the Muſe 


..  Shew in ſucceſſion to th aſtomiſhed eye 


Ot nice diſcrimination; thence. to trace, 
Some pleaſing moral from the harmleſs lay. 
See, in his Spring, how beautiftil he paints 
The rural labour of the ſimple ſwain, 
Then bids the thoughtleſs ſons of luxury 
Shew due refpe&t © and venerate the plow!” © 
Next, mark what philaſophic judgment heirs 
In pointing out the regular advance 18 
Of vegetation, from the infant bud © 
To the full bloſſom in the leafy ſhade. 1 * 
Much muſt remain unſung: yet why omit” © 
The Bard's deſcription-of the Golden Age; 
© Where reaſon and benevolence —— 
Can I paſs over; with incurious eye, 
The portrait of Amanda; where each line | 
Chains down attention to his magic lay? ' 
But let me haſte to where the Poet fings | 
The Spring's mild influence on the mind of man, 
Whoſe feelings are alive to juſt reflexion ; 
Who in his neighbour's wants can view his own, | 
And feel a ſympethy for'all mankind: | 
Thence, in à fine tranſition, ſweetly flows, 
In copious {trains; devoid of venal praiſe, 
A juſt eulogium on tly intrinſic worth 
Of virtuous Lyttleton, whoſe lib'ral heart 
Was ever: prompt to ſuccour and ſupport 


C-I*Y 

rue depreſe'd, or Merit left forlorn. [1.46 35 a as b 
{ gives me joy to find ſuperior worth ee 
Daplay'd in Thomſon's everlaſting ſong. 

zn, O ye youth! for whom our Poet ftilt © 8 
krerts his genius, pours his pleaſing lag, K 
lle not the moral in the- charms of ſong. © 00 
le next eſſays to paint th” illufive joys, N Y * a 3 
de madd' ning tranſports of illicit love pn; 
nere all the paffions are ſubſervient made 
jo fetter and enchain the active ſoul. | | 
A fly theſe ſcenes!” and turn th admiring eye” | 
79 the chaſte portrait of connubial bliſs, s. 
here ev'ry beauty language can convey eu- DAVET © 
{-aſpire to heighten and enhance the joy! 4 
ir me, I bluſh not candidty to own, - 62 234 GED 
ſie beauteous picture ſo enchants my ſenſe | 0 
rad in rapture as my eyes oer flo] 

Fat eye can gaze undazzled at the view 

 fervid Summer; when ev Spring © averts 

ler bleoming face! And now the Bard 

Zaltes to the cool retreat, and eourts the aid 

# infpiration. Arts like'thefe prepare 

ſ attentive mind, and foſter in the'foul 

itaſte for compoſition; conſcious ſtill 

dat the Muſe dictates what the verſe conveys. 

de Bard, who copies Nature, always gains 

r admiration and deſerv'd applauſe. | 

to follows Nature, and purſues her walks, 

lakes up each image as it ſtrikes the ſenſe, 

ad holds the faithful tranſcript to our ſiglit, 

blate'er of brauty to the vulgar cye 

ipenſes pleaſure, this, when juſtly dreſs d 

ll the magic of heroic verſe, 

lure to charm, as tis reflecting back, 

th heighten'&Juſtre, what we lov'd before. 

What man, who thinks at all, but muſt adore. 

det Pow's who guides the planets in their courie 
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F 4 = 
Amid the flux of many thouſand years, 
Unvary'd in their motions! denn this, | 
Dreſs'd up in Thomſon's lays, ne er fails to pleaſe, . 
Who has not mark d the beauteous train of thougiir 
That prompts the lay when © meek-ey'd morn appears, 
Mother of dews!”” What makes theſe beauties pleaſe, 
But that the Poet gives us back our thoughts 
Embelliſh'd and adorn'd? For, be aſſur d, 
What pleaſes moſt muſt be in part our own. 
I muſt paſs over the ſeraphic hymn, 
The glorious tribute, to the Orb of day; 
In which is ſhewn, with admirable ſkill, 
The vivid tints, the various rays of light, 
Reflected from the ſurfaces of things. 
The limits of my ſong will not admit 
To dwell on lighter beauties; with regret; | 
I check the riſing tranſport, conſcious fill 
I do injuftice to the Bard ] love! 
But who can view, without apparent read. 
Nature convuls d: the livid ligbtning's glare; 
And rattling thunder ſhake the aſtoniſh d world: 
Who can without emotion read the page | 
Where fine imagination has portray'd 
The chaſte Amelia, torn from the embrace 
Of her lov'd Celadon! Who read their loves, 
But muſt confeſs that Power which chains the mind 
And rivets the attention; anxious {till 
To dwell enamour'd on the tender theme! 
Nor let the prude, with ſupercilious air, 
(Mere affeQation?) check th' admiring ſwain. 
Whoſe curious eye runs o'er the pleaſing verſe 
Where Mufidora, like Diana, laves 
The limpid ſtream, fair emblem of herſelf! 
Did ever Poet, on a theme like this, 
Exert ſuch pow'rs, and yet preſerve the ſong: 
Inviolate and pure, as is the roſe 
Or virgin- lily, mid the morning dew !- ; 
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tn ſweet tranſition, here-the tuneful Bard 
Points out the Worthies who have added — 
To Britain's anpals by their martial deeds, 
Aided her Science, or improv'd her. ſong, . , 
Nor are the Britiſh Fair forgot, | but here 
Their beauties and. their merit ſtand confeſs'd. 
Serene Philoſophy, the ſoul of ſong, 
That ſureſt guide to truth, cloſes the ſcene; 
And leaves the mind in pleaſing tranſport loſt, 
Intent to wonder, worſhip, and adore. . _ 
Ripe Autumn opens with the Doric reed 
Attun'd to rural labour. Still the Bard, 
With philanthropic love, raiſes the ſong _ 
To cheer the labour of the ſimple ſwain. 
A mind like his, alive to ev'ry ſenſe, _ 
Sarvey'd mankind as brethren; all allied 
To one indulgent Father, who. regards 
The monarch and the ſlave with equal eye. 
The annual labours of the ripen'd field 
Calls forth our Peet's unexhauſted pow'rs; 
And, in a chaſte delightſul epiſode, 
Adorns our language with enchanting tale 
Of young Lavinia. Say, ye Britiſh youth! 
Does any tale in modern novel charm, 
Or touch the heart with ſympathy like this? 
Can any retroſpe& of conquer d charms 
inſpire ſuch tranſports of ingenuous joy, 
As when fair Virtue meets its juſt reward! 
On ev'ry theme, the Bard of Nature melts- 
With kind compaſſion for another's woe. 
The feather'd tribes his tender pity ſhare; 
He juſtly cenſuresey'ry wanton ſport 
That brings untimely death; conſcious he 
(Whatever daring ſophiſts may advance) 
That rapine, oft repeated, ſteels the heart. 
Muſt not the ſentimental ſportſman bluſh 
At Eis poor conqueſt o'er the timid hare? 
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Oar Poet next, in relaxation, ſings, 


In burleſque ſtrain, the great and noble chace, | . 
That makes the ſportſman's heart with joy elate, | 4 
And burics in oblivion all his cares. | 
See with what tender caution how he warns | 
The Britiſh Fatt to ſhun theſe dang'rous ſports, 8 


That il become the ſoftneſs of their ſex; 
But in their native Tuſtre always ſhine. 2 
His heart fill beats in unifon with thoſe - | | 
Who follow Nature in ker humble walks; 
Hence with the farmer he rejoices ſtill, 
And fings in dulcet ſtrains his © harveſt-home.” 
Their paſtimes, too, are not beneath His care, Eh > f 
But chants, like Maro, ev'ry rural ſport. p 
But who can form a happier ſtate on carth, 
Ev'n in idea, than tlie rural life | 
So finely painted in his matchleſs fong” 
Ambition, read; compare with this thy ſtate; 
Then, in the ſcale of Reaſon, fairly weigh 
Thy ſplendid phantoms gainſt his real joys. 
Stern Winter, too, our Poet's firſt eſſay, 
Diſplays uncounted beauties; genius here 
Shines forth in ſtrong deſcription; manly ſenfe ;- 
Bold metaphor; attemper'd with that charm 
Which always plkaſes, love of God and man: 
How ſtrong each image preſſes on the ſenſe, 
As Fancy's eye ſurveys the boiling wave 
Laſh'd into foam with agitation fierce, 
Then burſting in a loud tremendous roar! 
Or, when on land the wat' ry deivge pours 
In dreadful torrents, ſweeping in one train 
The juſt-carn'd labours of the peaceful hind. 
But fee, the God of Nature, awful now 
And great amidſt the ſtorm, puts forth his hand 
The ocean fleeps, and all the winds are ſtill. 
But keener tempeſts now pervade; and man. 
Obrozious ſtill to eri varward blaſt; 


1 
Feels the chill froſt on all his ſenſes ſeize; - 

The drooping cattle penſive ſeek the med, | 
And in dumb filence let their wants be known. . 
The red-breaſt, too, a humble refuge ſecks, 


-- _—_ 


Sweet Bird! though ſimple thou and uſeleſs deem d. 


Thou liv'ſt immortal in the Poct's lay. 
But let me paſs th' afflictive tale of woe 


Tat draws our feeling forth, where hapleſs now - 


The poor benighted trav ler breathleſs lies 
A victim to the ſtorm's reſiſtleis rage, 7 
TE unnumberꝰ d miſerics that prey on man, 


In his rough paſſage through this checquer d SO 
4 > 4 


Preſs on the Poet's heart; hence we obſerve 
What juſt reſlections uſher from his mind, 
Alive to ev'ry virtue; panting ſhil., _. 

To meliorate each woe that mortals feel. 
Ard thou, great Howard! faced to the Mu: 
(Might ſhe but dare £' interrogate thy ſhade,) 
Waſt thou the firſt of all the . gen'rous band, 
Who, ſmit with human woe, redreſſive fearch'd. 
Into the horrors of the gloomy goal? 


ol Thomſon wept their woes; and ibward fel 


4 ſympathizing ſpirits only feel. 

Eis gen'rous mind was ever prompt to aid 
With counſel or with wit; to cheer diſtreſs; _ - 
T inſtruc, admoniſh, and to bleſs, mankind. 


"Twas he too ſang Britannia; much ſhe owes | 


To his ſuperior genius; for, his ſong 
$:50p'd not to party; but, aſpiring ſtill, 

And cmulors to reuſe her ſleeping fons, 

leid up to view fair Liberty's bright form, 
Mild, yet majeſtic; bold as erit ſhe ſnoue 

la the bright forum of illuſtrious Rome. 
Through all this poem matchleſs beauties riſe, 
Ad ſtrong deſcription marks each nervous line; 
* Britannia, a poem. 


. 
„ — 
" # 
© a 
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Nor leſs the charts of allegory pleaſe - 72 011.23 244 150 
Than the juſt e thr fs e aeg. . 
Hear what that Mufe prophetirally ns. & 
And let each Briton ponder on the thought : | ny 

But, foon is Independence keep. the bead, 
To vice enſla vd, and vice-created wants; 2 OUS. 297 
Then to ſome foul corrupting hand, whoſe wifte 
"Theſe heighten'd wants with fatal bounty feeds: 
From man to man the flack ning tuin runs, V 
Till the whole ftate, unner vd, in flav'ty fink f!“ 

Nor let the Muſe forget the friendly . EM 
To virtuons Talbot f de; his high deſert 
Stands fair recorded in pathetie verſe, 
"Unmixt with adulation. Thormſon! thou 
- _ Diſdain'dſt the venal fong. Thy nobler ſoul 


nat *Still-roſe fuperior to ſome low defigns; © 


"Thy, grateful heart, fufceptible and firm, 
-Imbib*decach ſtrong i imprefſion; always felt 
The warm emotions of a mind furcharg*d 
Wich obligations, ne*er to be repaid. ' 
Hence glow'd-the fervour of thy active foul, 
Diffuſſive, yet ſincere; collecting all 
The noble virtues that adortt d thy friend, 
His mild endearing manners, that attach d | 
Th' admiring 2ndiente,'with' each other bert d. 
IIluſtrious Bard! thrice happy they whoſe worth 
Precur'd the meed ef thy immortal lays, 
To place their virtues in tlie ſtrongeſt light, 
Still unimpair d by time! 
But who ſhall chine trehearſe! Say, who will riſt 
With powers ſufficierit to enrich the theme, 
And paint thy genuine merit, riſing ſtil! 
As more thy beauties ſtrike each raviſh'd ſenſe! 


+ Sec Liberty, a W I. 495 to 500. 
2 See his poem to the memory of Lord Chancellor Talbot. 
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To which is added, 
AN E I. E G X. 
WRITTEN ON TEE + 


PLAIN OF FONTENOY. 


Of LEINSTER fam d for n fair, 
 BÞright LUCY was tbe grace; 6 
Nor cer did Lrrrx's limpid fiream | - 
Refie a fairer face. 
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COLIN and LUCY..- 


3 
Or Leinfter fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright: Lucy was the grace; 
Nor e'er did Li: limpid ſtream 
Reflect a fairer face. 
II. 
Till lucklefs love and pining care 
Impair'd her roſy hue, 
Her daipty lip, her damaſk cheek, . 
And eyes of gloſſy blue, 
Ah! have you ſeen a lily pale 
When beating rains deſcend? 
So droop'd this low-conſuming maid; . 
Her life now near its end. 
ps IV. 
By Lvcy warn'd; of flatt ring ſwains- 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, _ 
Ye flatt' ring ſwains, beware! 


- 
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V. | 
'Three times all in the dead of night 
A bell was hear'd to ring; 
And. at her window, ſhrieking thrice, 
The raven flap'd his wing. 
VI. 
Full well. the love- lorn maiden knew 
And thus in dying words beſpoke 
VII. 
hear a voice you cannot hear, 
* That cries I muſt not ſtay; 
« I ſee a hand you cannot ſec, 
« That beckons me away. 
« Of a falſe ſwain, and broken heart, 
In early youth I die: ce 
« Am I to blame, becauſe the bride b 
Is twice as rich as 17 
IX. 

« Vows due to me alene! 
Nor thou, raſh girl, receive his kiſa, 
Nor think him all thy own! 

: | X. 
© To-morro in the church, to wed, 
Impatient both prepare: 


t But know, falſe man, and know, fond maid, 


“Por Lucy will be there. 
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XI. | 
Then bear my corſe, ye comrades dear, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet; 
He in his wedding- trim ſo gay, 
« I in my winding - ſheet! 
XII. | 
the ſpoke, {the dy'd, her corſe was borne 
The bridegroom blithe to mect ; 
He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 
She in her winding-ſheet. 
XIII. 


What then were Colix's dreadful thoughts? 
How were theſe nuptials kept? 


The bride's-men flock'd round Lucy dead, 


And all the village wept. 
XIV. 
Compaſhan, ſname, remorſe, n 
At once his boſam ſwell: 
The damps of death bedew'd his babes, 
He groan'd, he ſhook, he fell. 
XV. 
From the vain bride, a bride no more, 
The varying crimfon fled; 
When, ſtretch'd beſide her rival's corſe, 
She ſaw her lover dead. 
— . 
He to his Lycy's new-made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains; 
In the fame mould, beneath one ſod, 
For-ever no. remains. 
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XVII. 
Dit at this place the conſtant hind 
And plighted maid are ſeen; 
With garlands gay, and truc-love knots 
They deck'd the facred green. 
| XVIII. 
But, ſwain foreſworn, whoe er thou art, 
This hallow'd ground forbear! 
Remember CoLin's dreadful fate, 
. And fear to meet him there. 


” a as — a 
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WRITTEN ON THE 


PLAIN OF FONTENOY. 
2% | 0 ———— 


1. 


Cuny blows the blaſt, and Twilight's dewy hand 
Draws in the Weſt her duſky veil away; 

A deeper ſhadow ſteals along the land, 
And Naruze muſes at the pzaTs of Dar! 


II. 
Near this bleak Waſte no friendly menſion rears 
Its walls, where Mirth and ſocial joys reſound, 


While Horror treads the ſcatter d ICRES around. 


But each dim object melts the ſoul to tears, ; 5 | + 
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III. 
As thus, alone and comfortleſs I roam, N 
Wet with the drizling ſhow'r; I ſigh ſincere, 
1 caſt a look towards my native home, 
And think what valiant BxiTows periſh'd here. 
IV. 
Yes, the time was, not very far the date, 
When carnage here her crimſon toil began; 


When Nations Standards wav'd in threat'ning ſtate, 


And Maa the murd'rer met the murd'rer Man. 
V. 
For Wan is Mon bra, tho“ che voice of Kings 
Has ſtyl'd it Juſtice, ſtyPd it Glory too! 
Yet from worſt motives, fierce Ambition ſprings, 
And there, fix d Prejudice is all we view! 
But ſure, tis Heaven's immutahle decree, 
For thouſands ev'ry age in fight to fall; 


Some NAT'RAL CAUSE prevails, we cannot ſee, 
And that is FaTz, which we Ambition call. 
h VII. 
O let th' afpiring Warrior think with grief, 
That as produc'd by Cnymic art rend 
So glitt'ring ConquesrT, from the laurei- lea 
Extracts a GEN'RAL roisox for Mankind. 
5 VIII. 
Here let him wander at the midnight hour, 
Theſe morbid rains, theſe gelid gales to meet; 
Ard mourn like me, the ravages of Pow'r! 
And feel like me, that Vict'ry is defcat! V 
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IX. 
Kor deem, ye vain! that e er I mean to fell 
My feeble Verſe with many a ſounding' Name; 
of ſuch, the mercenary Bard may tell, 
And call ſuch dreary. deſolation, Fame. 


| X. 
The genuine Muſe removes the thin diſguiſe, 
That cheats the World, whene'er ſhe deigns to ſing; 
And full as meritoriousto her eyes 


Seems the Poor Soldier, as the Mighty King! 
XI. 
Alike I ſhun in labour'd ſtrain to ſhow; 

How Bzx1TAiN more than triumph'd, tho ſhe fled, 
Where LOUIS ſtood, where ſtalk'd the column flow;. 
turn from theſe, and DWELL UPON: THE DEAD. 
1 

Yet much my-· beating breaſt reſpects the brave; 
Too well I love them, not to mourn. their fate 2 
Why ſhould they ſeek for greatneſs in the Grave? 
Their hearts are noble and in life they're great. | 


XIII. 
Nor think tis but in War the Brave excel 
To VALOUR Ev'xy VIRTUE 1s ALLIED! 
Here faithful Friendſhip *mid the Battle fell, 
And Love, true Love, in bitter anguiſſr died; 
XIV. 

Alas! the ſolemn ffaughter I retrace, : 
That checks life's current circling thro my veins 
Bath'd in moiſt ſorrow, many a beauteous face; 

And gavg a grief, perhaps, that fill remains, 


(8) 


XV. 
can no more—an agony too keen 
Abſorbs my ſenſes, and my mind ſubdues, + 
Hard were that heart which here could beat ſerene, | 
Or the juff tribute of a pang refuſe.” 
XVI. 
But lo! thro' yander op ning clouds afar 
Shoots the bright planet's ſanguinary ray 
That bears thy name, ricTiTIovs Loxd or Wan! 
And with red luſtre guides my lonely way. 
r 
Then FoxTEzwor, farewell! Vet much I fear, 
(Wherever chance my courſe” compels) to ſind 
Biſcord:and blood the thrilling ſounds I hear, 
« The noiſe of battles hurtles in the wind.” 
XVII. l 
Prom barb'rous Turkzy to Brifannia's ſhore, 
Oppoſing int*reſts into rage increaſe; 
Deſtruction rears her ſceptre, tumults roar, 
Ah! where ſhall hapleſs man repoſe in peace? 


INVOCATION 
10 


ME LPO ME NE. 


— x2 — 
To which are added, 3 
WINT E N . 
A SONG. 
AND * 
A PRROL__©.0C HE 
| TO THE 
GENTLE SHEPHERD.. 
| 
BY ROBERT BURNS: 
or namitiron.. 

—ͤ — 11. —̃ — 
guard my fieps from Vice and Folly, . 
Thou who the poliſo d deep-green Lolly, 

Binds round the Poets bead; 

O teach my ſoul that pleaſing Wor, 
Toat joy which mourners only know, 

Who tune the ſolemn reed. 
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10. Anna, a Song. 


— 


As the aloe may be had of the Publifterr, 
axnD Rip, Glaſgow... Price Fourpence. 


INV OCATLON 


TO 


M E LPO ME N E. 


by 
) Thou iNictron's peaceful friend, 


ay virtue-piantiag ſuccour lend, 
If pity will thee move, 

id pity greatly pleads for youth, 

ad pity ſpeaks, tliis-pointed truth 
Woes me for luckleſs love. 


tial Maid! O deign to hear, 
Thy humble Vot'ry's call, 

uu goddeſs of the briny tear 

Which ſwelling 1let fall. 


O grant e 
Some ſoſt poetic re. 
When wand'ri ring-—na_l ring '- 
*I wake the living HAre.“ 
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II. 


While Fortune's favour'd ſons employ 

Their time, to. catch the fleeting joy, 
That dow2 life's ſtream dogs roll, 

While diſappointments ſtern ariſe; 

While hopes delude, and then ſurpriſe 
The fond exulting ſoul: 


Sequeſter'd I love-lorn ſtray 
By Clyde, or Avon's fiream, 
'There loſt in ſhades, I paſs the day, 
Beneath bright Phœbus' beam; 


Still weeping—ftill keeping 
My fond love-plighted vows, 

'In youth made—in truth made, 
Begeath impending boughs. 


III. 


DO guard my ſteps from vice and folly, 

Thou who the poliſh'd deep-green holly, 
Binds round the poet's head; 

O teach my ſoul that pleaſing woe, 

That joy which mourners only know, 
Who tune the ſolemn reed. 


Teach me to ſoothe my boſom wrung 
Exploring Wiſdom's card, 

Tracing thy page immortal Younc! 
My dear, my fav rite Bard; 


(5) 


There reading—and feeding 


With woe, my gloomy mind, 
Such pleaſare—and treaſure 


Mirths Vot'ries ſeldom find. 


| | _ 


WINTE R. 


Tune. Nein Caſile. 


I. 
1 T is not ſaĩthleſs Fortune's frown, 
Nor hopes of Fame-ſo languid grown, 
That makes me ſhed the briny tear, 
And woe-confuming wander here. 


But Summer's charmy fallen to decay, 

Stern Winter now-uſurps the ſway, 
"With tyrant ſteps, I ſee him ſtride 

Along the bonnie banks of Clyde. 


IL 
The wood-nymphs mourn their foilage lo, 
By chill November's nipping froſt, 
Their ſighs I hear, their tears 1 ſee, 
When tempeſts bend the naked tree, 


Down tumbling from yon heathy hill, 
The wonted ſweetly gurgling rill 
With boiling foam, augments the tide, 
That overflows the banks of Clyde. 


46) 


III. 
While Winter raves with maniac rom, 
Or clouds diſcharge their flaky ſtore, 
Forebodings cloud my ſoul, anon, 
To think life's Winter's haſt ning on. 


When drooping age with haggard ſtare, 

Strikes joyleſs ſorrow every where, 
This this makes time fo heavy glide, 
And ſaddens all the banks of Clyde. 


———— ——ͤ ͤ ꝓwu 


PROLOGUE, 


To the Scots Paſtoral Comedy of the Gentle Shepherd, or 
Patie and Redger; <oritten and ſpoken by RoverT 
Bux xs, ir the Moſen's Lodge Humilton, when that 

Comety-was performed there by a party of Tradeſmen. | 


| S IRS, Tm a poor young thoughtleſs callan, 
Out o'er the lugs in love with ALLan, 
And fic a fool, O ſtrange to tell! 
"Thinks every ane as daſt's humſel. 


My very ſaul at Raus x's name 

Tas fire, and mounts up in a flame, 

+ Auld Scotland's Muſe, may ſhake her thiſel, 
And brag how weel he blew the arhile}, 
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And we'll do a' we ean this night, 
To gar his verſes gingle right. 


But ſtop, F hear, ſome Coxcomb ſay, 

« Dem't, how can Tradeſmen act a play?” 
« They cannot read—they cannot ſpell, 
« Dem them and their dull play to hell.” 


Tak leiſure— Faith, I put nae queſtion, 
There's ſome folks here's heard Mxs. Easrox, 
Spin out the finiſh'd tragic line, 
Have clapp'd their hands, and cry'd © Divine.” 


But gentle folks, ye maunna think. 

That ſma yill ſwats is ſtrong yill drink, 
We dinna a get routh o gear, 

To raiſe the laugh, or draw the tear, 
Point blank, our motive here's diverſion, 
To which mankind ſhaw nae averſion, 
And tho' we canna tip the beſt, 

I hope we'll no be counted warſt. 


Then come, my dear companion Fux, 
For after-TKEE mad mortals run, 

In various ſhapes they court thy fame, 
And trouth I think they're no to blame... 


Some loe the cards, and ſome the dice, 
And ſome to curl ups”. the ice, 

Some loe the dancer's light heel'd bound, 
Mad cap'ripg to the fiddle's ſound, 


Some loe the cricket, ſome the ba', 
And ſome daft birkies loe them a. 
For me, I loe to tread the ſtage, 

And fire the ſaul with ALLan's page. 


There, Patie's manly boſom glows, 
With love as pure's the dew wet roſe, 
There Rodger bluntly tells his pain, 
While Jenny counterfeits diſdain : 


In Symon, Glaud, and a' the reſt, 
The very ſaul af wit's confeſt. 


But, faith, let folks judge for themſel, 
We hope to pleaſe, farewell, farewell. . 
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CO — —  __— — — 
O Dool! and am T ford to die, 


And nae mair my dear filler ſee, 
That glanc d ſue fwertly'in mine ce! 


b bad Gels? . 
My goud'! my bands! ;alhchanic! 
Tat rwe foou'd part. 
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THERE. 
. A. a 


As T. SEER 


"OF 4 


* 


OT 3 die, 
And nae mair my dear filler ſee, 
That glanc'd ſac ſweetly in mane ce! 
It breaks my heart: 
My gowd! my hands! alackanie! 
That we ſhou'd part. 


- II. 
Fer you l labour 'd night and day, 
Fer you I did my friends betray, 
For you on ſtinking caff I lay, 
And blankets thin; 


And for your ſake fed mony a flea 
VD pon my ſkin. 


III. 


Like Tantalus I lang have ſtood 

Chin deep into a filler flood; 

Yet ne'er was able for my blood, 
But pain and ſtriſe, 

To ware ac drap on claiths or food, 

To cheriſh life, 


(3) 
IV. 

Or like the wiſſen' d beardleſs wights, 
Wha herd the wives of eaſtern knights, 
Yet ne'er enjoy the ſaſt delights | 
| Of Lifes bony; 
Thus did I watch lang days and nights 
My lovely money. 


V. 
Although my annual rents cou'd feed 
Thrice forty fouk that ſtood in need, 
1 grudg'd myſell my daily bread: 
And if frae hame, 
My pouch prodnc'd an ingan head, 
To pleaſe my wame, 
To keep you coſie in a boord, 
This hunger I with eaſe endur d; 
And never dought ae doit afford 
To ane of {kill, 
Wha for a doller might have cur'd 
Me of this ill. 
VII. 
I never wore my claiths with bruſhing, 
Nor wrung away my ſarks with waſhing; 
Nor ever ſat in taverns daſhing © © 
Away my coin, 
To ſind out wit eee e e, 
O' er dearthfu* wine. 


VIII. 
Abiet my pow was bald and bare, 
I wore nae frizzl'd limmer's hair, 
Which takes of flower to keep it fair, 
Frae reeſting free, 
As meikle as wad dine and mair 
The lik of me. 


(4) 


IX. 
Nor kept I fervants, tales to tell, 
But toom'd my coodies a myſell; 
To hain in candle I had a ſpell 
A fiſh-head, when it gins to ſmell, 
Gives curious light. 


X. 

What reaſon can I ſhaw, quo ye, 
To ſave and ſtarve, to cheat and lie, 
To live a beggar, and to die 

Sae rich in coin? 
That's mair than can be gi en by me, 

Though Belzie join. 
XI. 

Some ſaid my looks were groff and ſowr, 
Tretfu', drumbly, dull and dowr: . 
I own it was na in my power, 1 

My fears to ding; 
Wherefore I never cou'd endure 

To laugh or ſing. 

XII. 

I ever hated bookifh, reading, 
And muſical or dancing breeding, 
And what's in either face or cleading, 

Of painted things; | 
I thought nae pictures worth the heeding. 

— Except the king's. 
XIII. 

Now of a' them the yeard e er bure, 
I never rhymers cou'd endure, 

They're fic a ſneering pack, and poor, 
5 1 hate to ken em 
For gainſt us thrifty ſauls they're ſure 
To ſpit their venom. 


(5) 


* 
- © 4 * 


But waſter wifes, the warſt of a, 
Without a yeuk they gar ane claw, 
When wickedly they bid us dra!“ 

. . Our filler ſpungs, 
ror this and that, to make them braw, 
And lay their tongues. 


* # + 


XV, | 


Some loo the courts, ſome Joo the kirks, 
Some loo to keep their ſkins frae lirks, 
Some loo to, woo beneath the birks 
364 Their lemans bony; 
For me, I took them a“ for ſtirks 
That log'd na money. 


XVI. 


They cad me ſlave to uſury, 


Squeeze, cleave the hair, and peel the flea, | 


Clek, flac the flint, and penur7, 
Aud fauleſs wretch; 
But that ns fraith'd or troubled me, 
Gin I grew rich. 


XVI, 


On profit a' my thoughts were bent, 
And mony thouſands have 1 lent, | 
But fickerly I took good tent, 
That double pawns 
With a cudeigh, and ten per Cent 
Lay in my hands. 


- 
- 
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XVIII. 
When borrow'rs brak the pawns were rug 
Rings, beads of pear], or filler jug. 
I fald them aff, ne'er faſh'd my lug, 
With girns or curſes, _ 
The mair they whing'd, it gart me hug 
Mx fwelling purſes. 
| XIX. 
Sometimes Ted ſigh, and ape a ſaint, 
And with a lang rat-rhime of cant, 
Wad make a mane for them in want; 
Bunt for ought mair, 


I never was the fool to grant 
*,- Them ony ſkair. 


XX. 


I thought ane freely might pronounce © | 
That chiel a very filly dunce, e 
, That cou'd not honeſty renounce, © 
; | With eaſe and joys, 
At ony time, to win an ounce 
Of yellow boys. 


— — 


XXI. 


When young I ſome remorſe did feel, 

And liv'd in terror of the deel, 5 

His furnace, whips, and racking wheel; 
But by degrees, 

My conſcience grown as hard as ſteel, 

Gave me ſome eaſe. 
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XXII. 


But fears of want and carking care 
To ſave my ſtock —and thriſt for mair, 
By night and day oppreſt me ſair, 
And turn'd my head; 
While friends.2ppear'd like harpies gare, 
That with'd me dead. 


XXIII. 
For fear of thieves I aft lay waking 
The live-lang night till day was breaking, 


wy throu' my ſleep, with heart ſair aĩking 


I've aften ſtarted, 
Thinking I beard my windows cracking, 


When Elſpa farted. 


XXIV. 


'O gear! I held ye lang thegither; 
For you I ſtarv'd my good auld mither, 


And to Virginia ſald my brither, 
And cruſh'd my wife; 
But now I'm gawn I kenna whither, 


e 
To leave my life. n 2 WW 
/ a5 Ea 3 
ts + <<, 


XXV. 


My life! my god! my ſpirit yearns, Jul. 
Not on my kindred, wife, or bairns, 
Sic are but very laigh concerns, 
Compar'd with thee! 
When now this mortal rottle warns 
Me, I maun die. 


t2) 


It to my heart gaes like a gun, 
To ſee my kin and graceleſs ſon, 
Like rooks already are begun 
Io thumb my gear, 
And caſh that has na-ſeen the ſun 
This fifty year. 


XXVII. 
Ohl oh! that Tpendthrift ſon of mine, 
Wha can on roaſted moorfowl dine, 
And like dub- vater ſkink the wine, 
And dance and ſing; 
He'll ſoon gar my dear darlings dwine 
Don to naething. 


” XXVII. 


To that ſame place, where e' er I gang, 
O cou'd I bear my wealth alang! 
Nae heir ſhou'd &er ae farthing fang, 

| That thus carouſes, 
Though they ſhou'd # on woodies hang, 


Perdition! Sathan! is that you! 
1 fink!—am dizzy!—Candle blue. 
Wi that he never mair play d pero, 
c with a rair, Sox 
Away bis wretched ſpirit flew, 
Tt matſna where, 
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1 HAD A HORSE, AND HAD 
NAE MAIER: 


A FAPOURITE scers so 


— 


I. 
1 nav a horſe, and I had nae mair, 
I gat him frae my daddy; | 
My purſe was light, and my heart was fair, 
But my wit it was fu' ready. 


And fac I thought upon a wile, 
Outwittens o' my daddy, 

To fee myſell to a lowland laird, 
Who * a hwy lady. 


II. 

I wrote a letter, and thus began, 
Tm o'er the lugs in love wi? you, 
And care not tho? ye kend.jt. 
For I get little frac the laird, 

And far leſs frac my daddy, 


And 1 would blythly be the man 
Would ftrive to pleaſe my lady. 


2 


III. ' 
She read my letter, and the leuch, 
Ye needna been ſae blate, man ; 
You might hae come to me yourſell, 
And tald me o your ſtate, man. 


You might hae come to me yourſell, 
Outwittens of your daddy, 
And made Jh Gouchften of the laird, 
And kiſs'd his bonny lady. "x 
IV. 4 
Then ſhe pat filler in my purſe, 
We drank wine in a cogie; 
She fee'd a man to rub my horſe, 
And wow but I was vogie. 


But I gat ne'er ſae fair a fleg 
Since I came frac my daddy, 

The laird came rap rap to the yate, | 
When I was wi' his lady. . 


V. 
Then ſhe pat me below a chair, 
And happ'd me wi” a plaidie ; 
But I was like to ſwarf wi fear, | 
And wiſh'd me wi? my daddy. 5 


The laird went out, he ſaw na me, 
I went whan I was ready: 

I promis'd, but Fnt'er gade back 
To ſee his bonny lady. 


— — — — — 
'SCOTS SONG. 
BY ROBERT BURNS, 

uE AyRSEIRE ror, 


— — — — 


Tune Led a borſe, 1 had nae mair.. 


- 


1. 


Now weſtlin winds, and ſlaught'ring guns 
Ering Autumn's pleaſant weather; 
'The moorcock ſprings, on whirring wings, 

Aang the blooming heather: 


Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain, 
Delights the weary Farmer; 

The moon ſhines bright, when I rove at night, 
To muſe upon my Charmer. 


„ 
Ihe Partridge loves the fruitiul fells; 


The Plover loves the mountains; 
The Woodcock haunts the lonely dells; 
The ſoaring Hern the fountains : | 


Throꝰ lofty groves the Cuſbat roves 
The path of man to ſhun: it; 

The hazel buſh o' erhangs the Thruſh, 
The ſpreading thorn the Linnet. 


- „ „ * * "4 worm Seco cw 


Thus every kind their n find, 
The ſavage and the tender: 

Some ſocial join, and leagues RE ; 
Some ſolitary wander : 


Avaunt, away ! the cruel ſway, 
Tyrannic man's dominion ; 

The Sportſman” soy, the murd'ring cry, 
The flutt'ring, gory pinion ! 


IV. 
But Peggy dear, the evening's clear, 
Thick flies the ſkimming Swallow; 
The ſky is blue, the fields in view, 
All fading- green and yellow: 


Come, let us ſtray our gladſome way, | 
And view the charms of Nature; 

The ruſtling corn, the fruited thorn, 

And ev'ry happy creature. 


$253 

We'll gently walk, and ſweetly talk, 
Till the filent moon ſhine clearly; 

' graſp thy waiſt, and, fondly preſt, 
Swear how I love thee dearly : 8 


Not vernal ſhow'rs to budding flow'rs, 
Not Autumn to the Farmer, 

So dear can be as thou to, me, 
My fair, my lovely Charmer! 


—  — 
NORAH: 


- EP CP " . 1 
2 WAS One 


A FAVOURITE SONG FROM THE FOOR SOLDIER. 
Tune 2 of Glen,” 
1. | 
T xo! Leixlip is proud of its cloſe lady bowers, 
Its clear falling waters and murmouring caſcades, 


Its groves of fine myrtles, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
Its lads fo well dreſs'd, and its neat pretty maids: 


W. 

As each his own village muſt ftill think the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong; 

Dear Carton! containing what kingdoms may boaſt of; 
"Tis Norah, dem Norah! the theme of my ſong. 


| III. 
Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare; 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
Lac'd waiſtcoat, white gloves, and their nice pow 
der'd hair: 


- TV. 
Poor Pat, while o bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 


For gold or for acres he never ſhall long; 
One fweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 


From Norah, dear Norah] the theme of my ſong. 


VERSES 
DESCEIPTIVE ON 
BVENING 
—— — 


I, 


As the ploughman homeward goes, 

'  Plodding to the hamlet baund, 
; Giant-like his ſhadow grows, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 


II. 


The ſteer Jing the meadow ſtrays, 
Now the furrow'd taſk is done; 

And the village windows blaze, 
Gliſt ning to the ſetting ſun. 


III. 
Mark him from behind the hill, 
Streak the purple painted ſky ; 
Can the pencil's mimic {kill 
Copy the refulgent dye ? 


(8) 


IV. 
Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads 
\. Round the time decaying dome; 
To their high-built airy beds, | 
As the lark with vary'd tune, 
Carols to the ev ning loud, 
Mark the mild, reſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud ! 


VI. 


Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 
O'er the path- divided dale, 

See the roſe- complexionꝰ d laſs 
With the well-pois' d milking pail. 


Linnets with unnumber' d notes, 
And the cuckow bird with two, 

Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the ſetting ſun adieu. 


* 
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ADDRESS TO THE FOOTH-ACHE, 


WRITTEN BY ROBERT BURNS, 
THE AYRSHIRE POET, 


A TIME WHEN HE WAS OKYEVOUSLY TORMENTED 
BY THAT- DISORDER» 


TT With I. 
ben My curſe on your ervenom'd ſtang, 
That ſhoots my tortur'd gums alang, 
And thro* my lugs gies mony a bang 
Wi' gnawing vengeance ; 
Tearing my nerves with bitter twang, 
Like racking engines. 


IE. 


A' down my beard the flavers trickle, 

J caſt the wee ſtools o'er the meikle, 

While round the fire the hav'rels keckle 
To ſee me loup, 

I curſe and bann, and with a heekle, 
Were in their doup. 


| 7 
8. : III. 


Whan fevers burn or agues freeze us, 
Rheumatics gnaw, or colics ſqueeze us, 
Our neighbours ſympathize to eaſe us 
Wi' pitying moan ; 
But thou—tlie hell of a' diſeaſes, 
| They mock cur groan, 


Of a' the num'rous human dools, 
III haer'ſts, daft bargains, cutty frol:y 
Or worthy friends laid i the mools, 
Sad ſight to ſee ! 
The tricks o' knaves, or faſh o fools, . 
| Thou bear ſt the gre: 


V. 


Whare'er that place bes priefts ca” hell, 
Whare a the tones o' mis'ry's yell, 
And plagues in ranked number tell 1 
N In deadly raw, 
Thou, TootL-ache, ſurely bear'ſt the bell 
- Aboon them a' ! | 


. 


O! thou grim miſchief- making chicl, 
That gars the notes of diſcord ſqueel, 
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 
In gore a ſlioe- thick, 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 
A TOW MOND'S TOOTH-ACHE, 


Me 
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BANEKS AND BRAES OF BONNIE DOON. 


BY ROBERT BURN 8. 


84 


* 
Ys banks and braes of bonnie Doon, 


How can ye bloom ſo freſh and fair ? 
How can your blue ſtream row ſo clear, 
When * ſae wearie fu' of care ? 

Yel war my heart, ye Little birds, 
That wanton on the flowery thorn, 
| Ye mind me of departed joys, 
Departed, never to return. 
I. 
Aft have I ftray'd by bonnie Doon, 
Io fee the roſe and woodbine twine, 
Whar ilka bird ſang of it's luve, 
And ſac did I wi' glee of mine. 


With heartſome glee Tpu'd a roſe, 
The ſweeteſt on it's thorny tree, 

But my fauſe luve has ſtown the roſe, 
And, oh, he's left the thorn wi' me! 


—— 


8 0 NG. 


TO A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG LADY FROM THE 


COUNTRY, 
| | N. % 
WHOSE PARENTS ARE HELD IN UNIVERSAL ESTIMATION « 


— — | 
Tune . Ye banks and bracs of bonnie Deos. 
I. 


Fair modeſt flower, of matchleſsworth 4 
Thou feet, enticing, bonnie gem, 
Bleſt is the ſoil that gave thee birth, + 
And bleſt thine honour'd parent ſtem. 


But doubly bleſt, ſhall be the youth 
To whom thy heaving boſom warms ;. 
Poſſeſt of beauty, love, and truth, © - 
He'll claſpan ANGEL in his arms. 


| © 
Tho? ſtorms of life were blowing ſnell, 
And on his brow ſat brooding care, 
Thy ſeraph-ſmile would quick diſpel 
The darkeſt gloom of black deſpair. 


Sure Heaven hath granted thee to us, 
And choſe thee from the dwellers there, 
And ſent thee from celeſtial bliſs, 


To ſhew what ALL THE VIRTUES are. 
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WASHING-DAY. 


* * 


— : and their voice 
| 77 again towards ita trebley pipes 


Tax Muſes are turned gollips; they 8 
The buſkin'd ſtep, and clear high- ſounding phraſe, 
Language of gods. Come, then, domeſtic Muſe, 
In flip-ſhod meaſure looſely prattling on * 
Of farm vr orchard, pleaſant curds and cream, 
Or drowning flies, or ſhoe loſt in the mire 

By little whimpering boy, with rueful face; 
enn Muſe, and ſing the dreaded Waſting-Day. 


ve who beneath the yoke of wedlock bend, 
With bowed foul, full well ye ken the day ; 
Which week, ſmooth ſliding after week, brings on 
Too ſoon ; for to that day nor peace belongs 

Nor comfort; e er the firſt grey ſtreak of daun, 
The red · arm'd waſhers come and chaſe repoſe. 


Nor pleaſant ſmile, nor quaint device of mirth, 
F'er viſited that day ; the very cat, 

From the wet Kitchen ſcared, and reckng hearth 
Viſits the parlour, an unwonted gueſt. 


The filent breakfaſt-meal is ſoon difpatch'd N 
Vninterrupted, fave by anxious looks | 
Caſt at the lowring ſky, if ſæy ſhould lowr. 


From that laſt evil, oh preſerve us, heavens ! 


* 


But never yet did houſewife notable, 


(7) 


For ſhould the ſkies pour down; adieu to all 
Remains of quiet; then expect to hear 
Of ſad diſaſters dirt and gravel flains 
Hard to efface, and loaded lines at once 


Snapped ſhort—and linen-horſe by dog thrown down, 


Ann 


Saints have been calm while ſtretched > 4a 2 
And Montezuma ſmil'd on burning coals ; 


Greet with a fmile a rainy waſhing-day. 


But grant the welkin fair, require not tho 
Who call'ſt thyſelf perchance the maſter there, | 
Or ſtudy ſwept, or nicely duſted coat, 

Or uſual *tendance; aft not, indiſcreet, 

Thy ſtockings mended, tho” the yawning rents. 
Gape wide as Erebus, nor hope to find | 

Some ſnug receſs impervious ; ſhould'ſt thou try 
The cuſtomed garden walks, thine eye ſhall rue 

The budding fragrance of thy tender ſhrubs, 

Myrtle or roſe, all cruſhed beneath the weight 

Of coarſe check'd apron, with impatient hand 
Twitch'd off when ſhowers impend: or croſſing lines 


Shall mar thy. muſings, as the wet cold ſheet 


Flaps in thy face abrupt. Wo to the friend 
Whoſe evil ſtars have urg'd him forth to claim 
On ſuch a day the hoſpitable rites; | 
Looks, blank at beſt, and ſtinted courteſy, 

Shall he receive ; vainly he feels his hopes 

Wich dinner of roaſt chicken, ſavoury pie, 

Or tart or pudding:—pudding he nor tart 
That day ſhall eat; nor, tho' the huſband try, 
Mending what can't be help'd, to kindle miri 
From cheer deficient, ſhall his confort's brow 
Clear up propitious; the unlucky gueſt 


5 CHF 


In filence 6 flinks away. 
„ 8 $4 
I well e ky a child, the 1 ; 
This day ftruck into me; for then the maids, 
I ſcarce knew hy, look'd croſs, and drove me from 
„ 
Nor ſoft ately could I — 4 nor hope 
- Ufual indulgencies; jelly or creams, 
Relique of coſtly ſuppers, and ſet by 
For me their petted one; or butter'd toaſt, 
When butter was forbid; or thrilling tale 
Of ghoſt, or witch, or murder—ſo I went 
And ſhelter d me beſide the parlour fire, 
There my dear grandmother, cldeſt of forms, 
Tended the little ones, and watch'd from harm, 
Anxiouſly fond, tho? oft her fpeRacles 
With, elfin cunning hid, and oft the pins 
Drawn from her ravell'd locking, might * ſour d 
One leſs indulgent. aas 


At intervals my mother's voice was heard, 
Urging diſpatch; briſkly the work went on, 

All hands employed to wall, to rinſe, to ring, 
To fold, and ſtarch, and clap, and iron, and plait. 


Then would I ſit me down, and ponder much 
Why waſhings were. Sometimes thro? hollow bole 
Of pipe amuſed we blew, and ſent aloft - 

The floating bubbles, little dreaming then 

To ſee, Mongolfier, thy ſilken ball 

Ride buoyant thro” the clouds—ſo near approach 
The ſports of children and the toils of men, 


Farth, air, and ſxy, and ocean, bath it's bubbles, 
And verſe is one of them this moſt of all. 
FINIS. 
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To flap the wvame when winter yowle therrout, 
Orr auld gudeman bas pledg'd bis ſacred aithy 

That bell bee a" the neibours round about, 
Baud young and auld, ca'd in, an bac a weery bouts 
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the Farmers at the concluſion of the Harveſt, 
known by the name of the Kran. 
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Tus taughs c, 4 their yellow locks are cou'd,, 
Bauld Boreas blaws wi” nippin norland breath ; 

T ween neuk and neykſtackyards are geyly _— 8 

Wi ricks weel happit up frae comein n. 


And now bn lbo# has ſecur'd where with os 
To ſtap the wame when winter yowls thereout, - 
Our auld gudeman has pledg'd his facred aith, 
That he'll ha'e a“ the neibours roun” about, 
Baith young and my ca'd1 = an hae a merry bout. 


I. 
Frae yont the burn auld Symon, dais'd wi eild, 
Comes, loutin' fair, out our his aiken kent; 
An' John, wha wins aboon the hazelie beild, 
As faſt's he dou, comes ſteppin owre the bent. 


Wi twa three mae douce fouk, wha now preſent 
Themſel' amang the younkers in the ha", 
Syne tothe barn wi” meikle merriment, 
When things are a' ſet right, they gang away 
An' roun n: claith-clal 56 wy fit do vn baith you an” 25 
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III. 
At the bocrd-head, an ſyne a blefſin” gies ; 
That done, he bids the baſhfou” no be blate, | 
But * win to, an” 9 what they pleaſe. 


Sax gude ſheep heads, ſung i' the middle blerze. 
A muckle haggis weel worth a' that's there, 

An monie a whang, ſtou'd frac the gude auld cheeſc, 
Wi' routh o' fic” like hamely countra' fare, 
Staps a* their wames fac fou, that they dou haud nat 
mair. 


IV. 

Now furms are flittet an” bethankit's you 
In wi' a ftaeberin” Sip cxnes Abiier Prams . 
Wha yent the auld alk kipple taps his plaid, 

Byrne i the neuk compes dx taks his feat. 


am pous er. „Win d ie Kacey. - 
| 2 Rab his Peggie, wi' ſorae twa three mae; 
Syne ore the floor rect at an unco rate, 
' While Patie plays O'er Bogie we will gae, 
Or, Ey gaur rub ber weet wi wuſps o clean ait ſtrae. 


V. 
The canty crackinꝰ carlins i the nouk 
Tell owre auld was!” tales wi” mcikle glee; 
The auld arm chair hauds Symon's aged buik, 
Wha i r ons drier. 


$pne i the noggins wi” a ladle he, IRE + 
Pours forth wi' lib'ral hand the infpiring bop. 


Round gangs the bickers for ilk ane to bie, 77 
Till Burnie wins ſae ſou he's tint a hope 
Q ever Wwrncn mair vpaff his ſcoucr'd doug. © 


n 


VI. 

Waes me, poor Wattie's unco ſair boſet ; 
Jock Tamſon's kaitlin —— 
An' he poor ſilly fool, has taen the pet, 


Come play up, Wat ye wha I faw yeſtreen, 2 
Crys Jock, an ſyne wi Sonoma fav. 7 
While wactfou” Wattie, vo weel pleas'd I wren. 
To ſee his joe, wyld wi' a rival's lure, . 42 
Fhrou' W out o'erthe ma. 


VII. 
Zut wha. can yon be ſitten near the mou, 
Amang the ſhakeit rae weel out e“ e LM 
Aye, Rab, ye wylie loun, I fee its ou. 
Wi' Peggie i your oxter claſpit tight: ä 


O dinna' for Net's gowd, fic beauty Night, 1 
Nor wi” fauſe love fic innocence betray, 

For weel I wat ye are the winſome wight, 
She fain wad ſhare her joys an' ſorrows wi, 

Tho! ſhe has got a bode frac Jock an' monie mas. 


VII. 
Arous d by the big punch bowie's pour, 
The canty auld fock, in a merry mood, 
Hae yin and a gat up to fit the floor, 8 
And wag their legs umang th junior brood. 


Come, fe the fiddle. inge are 8 n 
Crys John, an gie's the cantieſt ſpring ye have 

Auld aunty Margat's youth is maiſt renew d., 
When ſhaking her auld ſhanks amang the lave, 

Tho? ber tae fit amaiſt is i the dowie grave. 


1 '* 
_ 


- 


— 
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The floor i now Wait a Wan- 5 54 

Batch yg ech f / 3 
Rab's pou'd up Symon w?” an unco bang, W kt n 

For his ault Warld fling he langs to ce. 


Pour Leeſie loupfn' roun' right merrilie, 

Ran foul oi that miſlear'd vile fallow r n 8 
Went fair her bonny mou to pris, IN 
Out o her cotties por'd the muckle preen, 
Whit keeps ſome things fou ſnug that doanna weel be 

ſeen. 
e . 0 

But whift, my muſe, Pate's fiddle ſearce don ſqueel; 

Think ye the ſtraught up ſtentin Mick is fawn ; 
N', Na', wi him the maut's aboon the meal, ? 

For trout he 20 gur neag our auld godrmad. . 
Foul fi? the ab bos, that T HG bann, 
See how he's fpeuing yont the mnckle ſtool, 

It maks na' tho” he T the Burn was thrawn, 
Out our the logs, the wearie heat to cool, 
Wilk ſcouders a the ucc * aff his One hool. 


XI. 

The ſnith, fae* fou he dou but gape an? r 
An' yet to toom his cog he maks afen; 
Auld Pattie, too, is fairly coupit o'er, © 
And ſcarce wi drink can wag his finger en'. 


In troth, quoth Roger of the brechan glen, | 
It's time we were gaun hame baith yin and 2'; 
N Cont „quo Rab, ix yin wale out his hen; 
Sac be wi? his ain Meg is gaen aw? - 
To ſee her ſafely through the bogle-haunted ſhaw. 
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XII. 
The gleeſome fiddle is na beard to bum, 
For Pate's ae fouhe canna wald the ber | 
Sae a the yonkers wearied, flockin* come 
Out at the door each vi his laſs in tow. | 


Jock's gaen wi Jean awa out o'er the know: 
Stein's got his plaid, an's oxtering Jeuny hame 3. * 

An' Will wi' Kate's gaen throu' the goblin howe, 
While the auld garkes wa. ſuncat x thelr wane... 

Ben i” the cozie ſpence, wi” our gudeman and dame. 
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be. 
()z3ecr not to thy humble name, + aL 
It charms the ear of ſwains of ſenſe; 
Nor yet dame Fortune ever blame, Y Wt, þ 


That thou ſhould'ſt want poor ſordid pences. / 


Thou Jxss, art as the jeffamine, - - 71 ak 
Unconſcious of the ſcent it throws ; % ;: 
And thy meek modeſty divine, 10 
Far, far excels the bluſhing roſmme. 


ES) 
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Thy manners eafy, void of guile, 
Muſt all our harſher thoughts controul; 


Thy gentle and bewitching ſmile 


Enchants at once, and wins the foul. 


From thee each dart of Cupid flies, 
Shot from thy gloſfy jet black eves, 
They muſt an hoſt of lovers kill. 


In. 
Sweet bud of native excellence, 

Altho' unknown mong high · born names, 
Theſe humble lines have no pretence 

To praile thee half thy merit claims. 


May Heav'n its choiceft bleffings ſhower, | 


- Deſcending as refreſhing dew 
On thee, as meek and mild a flower 
As e'er in Caledonia grew. 


Gleſgers, 1790 W. R. 
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